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First Edition 


This is a work of fiction. All of the characters, incidents, 
and dialogue, except for incidental references to 
public figures, products, or services, are imaginary 
and are not intended to refer to any living persons or 
to disparage any company’s products or services. 


New York City 1989 
21 Club 


"What exactly are you going to do with a satellite phone, Lex?" 

"| can obtain information quicker than anyone else on Wall Street now, 
Spencer." 

"Quicker than a/most anyone else, Lex. | hear Benjamin Craine has 
impeccable sources of his own." 

"Perhaps, Brewster. But I've got my contact in Japan to speak with and 
my phone is never turned off." 

The waiter, thin hair, pale skin, most likely an extra in commercials, 
wearing a black vest and tie, white cotton button down shirt, black slacks, 
black cap toe shoes, finally arrives to take our drink order. 

"Well, it's about fucking time. | was going to put a call into the owner and 
tell him he should change the name from the 21 Club to the 60 Minute 
Club," insists Spencer. 

"Get off it, Spencer. Have you looked around the place? It's packed, and 
it's only Tuesday afternoon, on another meaningless September day. I'll 
have a Grey Goose rocks, my good man,” compliments Brewster. The 
brown pin-striped wool Brooks Bros. suit he's wearing accentuates his 


brown, wavy hair. His dark brown leather Allen Edmonds shoes however, 
are a bit scuffed. 

“And /7// have a gin martini. Make it Bombay. I’m feeling /ucky today,” 
quips Spencer. His light blue wool Ted Baker suit enhances his blue eyes 
and slicked back blonde hair. | pretend to drop my cloth napkin on the floor 
so | can get a closer look at his brown leather Ferragamo shoes. Just as | 
suspected: no scuff marks. 

“And for you sir?” 

“Woodford Reserve, neat.” 

“Splurging today, Lex?” 

“Not at all, Spencer. | just feel the need for a little extra ‘oomph’ in my 
alcohol. Exactly what is the reason you're feeling lucky today?” | ask. 

“Oh, you know, a little tip here, a little tip there. | figure, by the time our 
lunch is over, or perhaps by the time we receive our drinks, whenever that 
will be, I'll have made just over ten million in mortgage bond trades,” he 
boasts. 

"Ten million for Bergstein, Spencer. Not for yourself. Big difference," | 
interject. 

“Mortgage bonds. Dangerous market, Spence,” insists Brewster. 

“Why do you say that, Brewster? A bit envious, perhaps? Is it because 
you're tired of cold calling all those not-so-potential customers in your 
equities department?” 

“No, no, nothing like that. You keep bundling these mortgages and selling 
them off like they’re candy bars all the while you know, / know, Lex knows, 
even that twerp waiter knows, that the majority of those loans will default 
sooner than later. Emphasis being on the word sooner.” Brewster tugs at 
the lapels on his suit with a grin. 

“So? | just deal in the trading of the bonds, Brewster. I’ve got, and try not 
to count, zero emotion when it comes to what happens next.” 

“What say you Lex, ‘The King of Commodities Trading'?” asks Brewster. 

“Yes, what does the soon-to-be ‘great’ Lex Wellker think? And while 
you're answering, would you be so kind as to explain just exactly what does 
working in commodities entail aside from getting your hands dirty with all 
that oil?” inquires Spencer. 


“| agree with Spencer as to the separation from oneself from his client or 
clients. We really don’t have a contractual obligation to-” 

“How about a moral one, Lex?” 

“Surely you jest Brewster,” assumes Spencer. 

“Jest? Hal! I’m talking about, in layman terms, not wanting to fuck your 
customers over to make a quick buck, you nitwit.” 

“Brewster, the word ‘morals’ does not exist on Wall Street. If it did, we'd 
all be signing up to work for the next non-profit organization to help feed the 
starving migrants in Ethiopia. But we're all intelligent enough to know thirty 
years from now those same migrants will sti// be starving, but by then, 
they'll be starving next to their children. As for the risk, though you are 
correct in assuming many of those loans that are entwined in those bonds 
will eventually default, I’m sure Spencer has that tangled web leading back 
to anyone and everyone but himself,” | state. "And per your question 
regarding commodities Spencer, in which you most certainly know the 
answer to, aside from oil, gas, and the usual shit like gold and silver, there's 
also cattle, gentlemen." 

"Cattle?" laughs Brewster. "Next thing you'll tell us is you're buying a 
ranch in some obscure town in El Paso to house all those cattle you trade." 

"Nothing as absurd as that.....yet," | quibble. 

Our drinks arrive and of course, my Woodford isn’t close to a ‘neat’ pour. 
It looks the equivalent of two shots. 

“Every fucking time we come here,” | say, glaring at the waiter as he 
disappears behind the bar. 

“Uh-oh. Wellker’s using profanity again," chuckles Spencer. 

"The drinks are pure, but the pour /s not." | raise my glass in support of my 
thesis. 

"Could be worse, Lex." 

"How so, Brewster?" | peer into his brown eyes. 

"Instead of black, wavy hair, you could have grey, thinning hair, as in-" 

"Bergstein. How long has he been in the markets?" | ask. 

"Forty-five years, the bastard. But, he does pay our salaries and bonus 
at-" 

"Our would-be come hither bonus, Brewster," interrupts Spencer. 

"Not enough for you last year, Spence?" | chuckle as | chug my whiskey. 


"Lex, you know as well as | do that it's never enough." 

“Too shay, Spencer." | raise my glass, as do Spencer and Brewster. We 
drink in unison, then wave the waiter over for refills. 

“Don’t mind Brewster’s negative attitude today, Lex. He’s having issues 
with his JVC VHS player,” quips Spencer. 

“The fucking thing stops recording halfway through a program. No one 
seemingly knows how to fix it? Can you seriously believe that?” Brewster 
complains. “What does that say about the state of this country when no one 
can fix a fucking tape player?” he rants. 

“| told you to buy the Panasonic AG-1980P. It’s the superior brand,” states 
Spencer. 

“Well, l’'m stuck with this one for now. At least, until | get a raise,” 
Brewster bickers. 

"How's the beautiful Karen these days, Lex?" sneers Spencer. 

"Closing a deal with a client of mine on an apartment in the Upper West 
Side," | respond. 

"You know,” Brewster leans forward. "She should give you 
some of that commission she makes. Seriously, how many clients will this 
be you've given her? Nine? Ten? And all in the last six months?" 

"Who's counting, Brewster? Maybe she'll actually give me some head 
tonight. That is, if she's awake when | come home," | ponder. 

"Where will you be tonight, Lex? And more importantly, why am | always 
the last to know?" Spencer complains. 

"What makes you think / know where Wellker trots tonight?" questions 
Brewster. 

"Because you always know the comings and goings of everyone on Wall 
Street, Brewster," Spencer sips his martini and continues, "and don't deny 
it." 

"Okay, okay, you got me, Spence. Speaking of comings, or should | say, 
‘cumming’, did you hear Anderson is going to be a father?" 

"Surely you jest!" says Spencer. 

"Anderson? A father?" | ask, my face grimacing. 

"Apparently his girlfriend is nine weeks pregnant. Can you believe it?" 
grins Brewster. 


"That's the problem with society, gentlemen. It allows someone like 
Anderson to actually possess the ability to impregnate a woman." | finish 
my Woodford and look for a waiter to signal for another. None are in sight. 

“Tonight?” inquires Spencer. 

“Club Sheen.” 

“Why?” asks Spencer. 

“Why not?” | respond. 

“Since the love of your life is closing such an important deal, shouldn't 
you take her to a nice, quiet dinner somewhere on Madison Avenue?” 

“Spencer, | never said it was an important deal. Besides, she usually has 
dinner or ‘brunch’, as the socialites call it, with said client afterwards. 
Where the fuck is our waiter?” | impatiently ask. 

“See, that’s the problem with relationships today, Lex.” states Brewster. 

“What?” 

“Relationships, Lex. Take yours and Karen, per se. You ‘work’ all day, and 
when it comes to having a loving, caring woman to go home to at night, 
where is she? Off globetrotting with a client that you gave her.” 

| glare at Brewster with the utmost contempt. 

“What Brewwy here is trying to say in his very indistinct style, is that two 
lovebirds such as yourself and Karen never seem to find quality time with 
one another. As such, a very distinct-” 

“Would you two please shut the fuck up? Waiter!” | yell, waving my arm in 
the air. 

A waiter, not ours, looks directly at me, then looks around for assistance, 
finds none, and begins to walk towards another table. 

“Dammit.” 

Pushing the leather chair in, | run my hand through my black, slick wavy 
hair, and approach the twerp. 

Tapping him on his shoulder, | kindly say, “Would you or anyone in this 
fine establishment, be able to refill our drinks at that table over there?” | 
point. 

Spencer and Brewster, both smiling, raise their glasses, then proceed to 
give me or the waiter, or perhaps both of us, the middle finger. 

“Uh, so sorry, sir. Yes, ah, do you know-” 


“Woodford Reserve, neat, with an actual neat pour this time. Bombay 
martini, and Grey Goose, rocks.” 

“Right away, sir.” 

As he disappears behind the bar, the four men sitting at the table he 
approached, mumble obscenities towards me. | smile at them and proceed 
towards my table and sit. 

“Temper, temper, Lex.” 

“I'd like to finish drinking here by midnight, Spencer.” 

“Club Sheen. Are you going to wear that suit?” smirks Brewster. 

“There’s nothing wrong with this black wool suit, Brewster. It’s Yves Saint 
Laurent.” 

“| know who it is Lex, but YSL is for o/d people. The girls there may take 
advantage of you.” 

“| hope they do Brewster, and wearing Brooks Bros. screams ‘I work on 
Wall Street and I’m an asshole’,” | shoot back. 

“He’s got you there, Brewster,” intervenes Spencer. 

“Well, not all of us have a connection in England with what the latest 
designer craze is.” 

“Don’t be envious of Ted Baker, Brewster,” jests Spencer. 

“Envious, you say? Just who is Ted Baker, anyway? Sounds like a 
cooking special on HSN,” recalls Brewster, as our drinks arrive. 

"Hey, Lex. Look," points Spencer. "They got the pour right this time." 


Club Sheen 


We're in a yellow cab on the way to 43rd Street and Eighth Avenue. The 
drive normally takes fifteen minutes coming from Fifth Avenue, but it's 
Thursday night, just after rush hour, and the night owls look like they're 
coming out earlier than usual. Spencer is sitting up front, next to the driver, 
whose name is apparently Ahmed, explaining to him the difference 
between Triple A rated mortgage bond blocks and B rated blocks. Anmed 
nods his head, completely oblivious to Spencer's words. Brewster had to 


stop Spencer from drawing a Dali mustache on one of the jockey statues 
outside of 21 Club. He wants to know how | obtained a Motorola satellite 
phone as | continually pull it out and put it back in my Rossie Viren black 
leather briefcase, taunting him. 

"You must have acquired a lease with Motorola, Lex. | heard only military 
personnel can carry one of those,” he states. 

“Looks like you heard wrong again, Brewster.” 

The driver pulls up to the curb near the club. I’m sure he’s thankful to get 
Spencer out of the car. 

“Here’s my card if you ever have any questions,” he says, placing the 
business card on the dashboard, which incidentally, is covered with dust, 
used car air fresheners, and other grime. Brewster and | quickly exit, 
leaving Spencer to foot the bill. 

“Schmucks! You're both schmucks!” he states, as he places his brown 
Burberry wallet in the back of his slacks. 

“Hey, | paid the drink bill at 21 Club, Spence.” 

“That’s because it was your turn this time, Lex.” 

“And who’s turn is it to pay the cover charge?” asks Brewster. 

“Yours, Brewster,” Spencer and | say in unison. 

After paying one of the Russian doormen one hundred and fifty dollars for 
the three of us to gain entrance, we enter the dimly lit club. Three girls 
dance and hug poles on three separate stages. We find a table near the 
back, away from the onlookers throwing money on the stage. ‘Girls, Girls, 
Girls’ by Motley Crue blasts from the high-rise speakers. 

“You'd think they’d play another fucking song by now,” argues Spencer 

“Like what?” inquires Brewster. 

“Anything other than this! How about something from Huey Lewis and 
The News? Or perhaps Air Supply?” 

Brewster and | roll up our cheap napkins and toss them at Spencer. A 
blonde, with perky breasts, a tight ass, walks towards our table. 

“What can | get you guys?” she asks, bending down. 

“Another song!” yells Spence as he adjusts his Bulova watch. 

“Don't mind him, he’s always like that,” concludes Brewster. 

“Jack, rocks,” | reply, as | look at my gold Rolex watch. 

“Same,” adds Brewster, who suddenly looks at his Longines watch. 


“Can | see your wine list?” laughs Spencer. 

“Um, we have-” 

Waving her off, he continues. “Only kidding. | wouldn't expect a place like 
this to have a nineteen fifty-five Domaine de la Romanee Conti on hand. 
You probably don’t even have a wine cellar. I’m sure you have a cellar, but 
it's definitely not for wine, is it?” 

Shoving his shoulder, | say, “Please don’t mind him. He’s just an asshole. 
Just bring him the same as us,” | point. 

The girl, wearing a red bikini and silver high heels, mockingly grins at 
Spencer as she leaves to get our drinks. 

“Great going, Spence. She'll probably piss in our drinks.” 

“Don’t turn me on, Brewster,” he jests. 

“Do you have to be an asshole every time we come here?” | ask. 

“No.” 

“Then why are you?” 

“See, it goes back to my childhood. When | was-” 

Brewster and | stand and begin hitting Spencer on his back (lightly, of 
course). Spencer, Brewster, and myself all have square jawlines and our 
cheekbones are surprisingly similar in height. 

A few minutes later, the blonde waitress brings us our drinks. 

“Here you go, sweetie. A tip for my rudeness.” 

Spencer hands her a fifty dollar bill. She takes it, puts it in her bikini, runs 
her hands through her long, blonde hair, sits on Spencer’s lap, and bites his 
ear. 

Laughing, Spencer states, “See? Money can buy you happiness.” 

The girl leaves, says something to another girl while looking at us, and 
sits down at a table where one lone man, thick eyebrows, grizzled beard, 
sits. 

“Great job, Spencer. Now the girls will be on the prowl for fifty dollar bills 
from all of us.” | sip my drink. Too many cubes in it, but at /east there’s Jack 
Daniels in it. 

“C’mon, Lex. It’s not like you don’t make enough already at Bergstein’s. 
We all do.” 

“Maybe Brewster, but paying for an apartment in the Upper West Side is 
expensive, not to mention the restaurants Karen and | go to.” 


“Single, Lex. That’s where it’s at. Those TV dinners go a long way 
towards paying rent,” comments Brewster. 

“If you dated a Latino girl like moi suggested, you'd never have a problem 
eating out every night. There’d be a warm dinner waiting for you whenever 
you came home. | hear they start cooking at five years old,” chuckles 
Spencer. 

“First, | enjoy Karen’s company. Second, Spanish girls are crazy, 
Spencer. They'll cut your dick off if they so much as suspect you cheating 
on them.” 

“Define ‘company’,” Spencer jests. 

Shaking my head at Spencer’s comment, | watch Brewster stand, pull out 
a dollar bill, wave it in the air, and say, “Who wants it, baby?” 

An Asian girl wearing a gold bra, panties, and heels, wearing blue 
mascara, with short, black hair, waltzes over, grabs the bill, pulls Brewster 
by his dark grey Brooks Bros. silk tie, and proceeds to take him in an 
unmarked room in the back. 

“What do you think a blowjob costs here? Two bucks?” laughs Spencer. 

“They pull you in the back, then discuss the proper amount for any extra 
amenities,” | explain. 

“You would know, Lex. How many times do you come here a month? 
Three? Four? More?” he asks, sipping his whiskey. 

“Who’s counting, Spence? And who gives a shit?” | chug my drink and 
the blonde waitress comes over, grabs it, doesn’t ask /f | want a refill or 
something else, pours another Jack rocks, and brings it over, all within one 
minute. 

“Now that’s service,” says Spencer. 

“It's all part of the game. Keep the drinks coming, the bill gets higher, all 
the while they play the card like they actually are attracted or concerned 
about you in some way,” | state. 

“But we are attractive, Lex.” 

“The only thing that these girls are attracted to is in our wallets,” | add, 
tapping on my front pants pocket. 

“Show me a girl that /sn’t attracted to money, and I'll show you a fairy tale, 
Lex,” states Spencer. 


Agreeing with Spencer, | think of Karen, and the fact that she’s a trust 
fund baby is something I've always found unsettling. Her father brought her 
into real estate and with all his connections, landed her the job she now 
has, whereas | grew up in Nebraska, in multiple foster care homes, the last 
being a foster care home for wayward boys, with virtually nothing on my 
back but my own spine. That’s what drives me. What drives someone like 
her that has had everything handed to her since she was a child? 

“Lex? Lex baby. Earth to Lex.” Spencer waves his hand in my face as 
‘(Keep Feeling) Fascination’ by The Human League plays. 

“How can you possibly zone out when this music is blasting?” 

“Not sure, Spence. Look,” | nod my head towards the back room. “Here 
comes Brewster.” 

"Well, now that the festivities have begun, | will remain unhinged for the 
remainder of the evening," he grins, finishing his now-watered-down 
whiskey. "Damn it's hot in here." He unfastens the first three buttons on his 
shirt. His tie is missing. 

"Well? Don't leave any details out," quips Spencer. 

"What is there to say, gentlemen? | now weigh a few ounces less." 

"You're all class, Brewster." 

"Stow it, Lex. Like you of all people wouldn't know what I'm talking 
about?" Looking towards the back room, he rambles, "She's still in there 
tidying up if you want to go back there." 

"No thanks, Brewster. | believe in ‘first come, first served’," | state. 

"Suit yourself." 

‘Blue Monday’ by New Order begins to play. Spencer, being the classic 
character he is, waves over a dancer who just finished her 'show'. The 
dancer, brunette, big breasts with pasties on her nipples, gold thong on her 
firm ass, with gold heels and glitter sticking to her body, plasters a fake 
smile on her face as she approaches the table. Sitting next to Spencer, she 
reaches to touch his arm. 

"Whoa, hands off, honey. Wouldn't want that stuff getting on this suit. | 
have two questions for you. First: how much to poke your beast?" 

"Poke?" 

"Yeah, poke." Spencer points his index finger at her breasts. 

"For you? Ten dollars," she says. 


"So it's twenty dollars just to poke both?" 

She nods. 

"Here, baby." Spencer hands the twenty to the stripper. She places it 
amongst the many dollar bills in her thong. Satisfied after poking each 
breast, he leans back in his wooden chair and continues. 

"Second question: why the fuck is 'Blue Monday' playing when it's a 
Thursday?" he asks. 

The dancer shrugs, gets up, then walks away with Spencer’s twenty 
dangling near her left ass cheek. 

"You always did have a way with the ladies, Spencer." 

“Touche, Lex. Touche." 

"Gentlemen, I'm out." | throw two hundred dollars on the wet table to 
cover the drinks tab. 

"What? We're just getting started!" yells Spencer. "And look what | 
brought." Reaching into his inner suit pocket, he pulls out a small vial. 
"Peruvian's best!" he boasts. 

"Can't, Spence. It's my turn to speak to the trainees tomorrow or rather, 
later this morning." 

"You, Lex? What are you going to tell them? Don't buy wheat crop during 
tornado season?" laughs Brewster. 

"Another time, gents." 

As | leave, | think how much longer will | be a slave to the system? 
Working at Bergstein’s firm has its perks, but I'm not making anywhere near 
what I'm making him. That has to change. A yellow cab sits outside 
amongst five others. | tell the older driver my address and within fifteen 
minutes, I'm paying the fare and walking up the three flights of stairs to my 
apartment on West 92nd Street. Unlocking the door, | quietly enter, quickly 
undress, and shower for ten minutes. After showering, | grab a bottle of 
Evian water from inside the small refrigerator and drink it all in one setting. 
Entering my bedroom, | slide next to Karen. I'm naked, my body touching 
hers, my penis laying against her ass. That's one of the perks of her 
sleeping on her side. Rubbing her shoulders, | gently wake her. 

"Lex?" she asks, turning my way. 

"Hey, Karen. How was your dinner?" 


"It was good, thanks. What time is it?" she wonders, brushing her long, 
black hair from her dark brown eyes. 

"A little after one am. Hey, I've got an idea." | turn her face towards mine 
and begin kissing her puffy lips. 

"Lex, it's late. I've got an appointment at nine in the morning Downtown." 

She turns to her side, my erection going unnoticed. 

"Karen, I've gotta be at the firm eight in the morning to speak to the 
trainees." 

"So? What is that supposed to mean?" 

Sitting up against the leather backdrop, | say, "It means we should take 
advantage of the time we have together and not worry about how much 
sleep we get." 

Turning over, her beautiful face showing in the moonlight that glares 
through the window, she says, "Lex, I'm tired. | don't want to have sex, all 
right?" 

"No, it's not all right. You never seem to make time to-" 

She puts up her well-manicured hands with red nail polish and begins to 
rant. 

"Look. | don't want to argue, okay? Can't | just get some fucking sleep? Is 
that too much to ask?" she asks, her face reddening. 

| say nothing, Knowing she’s had some alcohol tonight (I can smell it on 
her breath) and that her ‘bitch factor’ is on high alert. Laying down, | stare 
at the ceiling, thinking of the stripper with the pasties. 


H. Bergstein Training Room 
Wall Street 
Friday 8:32 am 


"How do you make poor people whose wages are flat-lined feel wealthy? 
By offering them cheap loans with cheap interest rates. They'll never pay it 
back before the five or seven year closing date. They know that deep down 
but they're not thinking about that when they sign the paperwork, nor are 


they thinking of the extra three, five, ten grand tacked onto the end of the 
loan. They're only thinking about the here and now. Wanna screw them 
some more? Give them a free checking account, no minimum deposit, but 
make sure when their check bounces, and it most surely will, you've got 
high overdraft fees that they have to pay in order to keep their checking 
account open because no other bank will take their business without a 
minimum deposit of at /east one hundred dollars. If you really want to 
gobble up the wealth, then go see Spencer in mortgage bonds. He'll tell 
you how to make your first million in less than six months. Or rather, the 
company’s first million." 

The audience laughs as | continue my monologue, pacing the floor. 

"| can bore you with details concerning Commodities. Oil, gas, wheat, 
sugar, gold, silver, and such, buy why bother? You're mostly young and 
open-minded people, correct?" 

The numbskulls look at each other, whisper words of meaningless 
nature, and begin nodding their heads. 

"When | was a boy in Nebraska, | met a man by the name of Washington. 
| was twelve years old and this Wall Street guy was sent to talk to some of 
us boys at (wayward home for boys....no, not letting that information out) 
school about the ins and out of the financial business conducted on a daily 
basis. | began asking him about buying and selling stocks, International 
Trading, options, dividends. He explained these terms to me and made it a 
point to stress the word ‘dividends’. And that's what | want you to think 
about: dividends. You can make more money from dividends of stocks you 
put orders in for than actually buying the stock.” 

As | pace the floor, a man, Japanese, short black hair, thick eyebrows, 
sitting in the first row, raises his hand. 

"Example, please." 

"What's your name?" | ask. 

"Tasjino." 

"Well Tasjino, take for example if you buy a thousand call options on 
stock Z at fifty-five a share. Remember, you're not buying actual shares on 
the stock, but stock options. There's a difference. You wager the stock to go 
to sixty-five, and have a stop option put in at sixty. Let's say it goes to 
sixty-five, and you decide to cash out. After the five hundred dollar premium 


that goes to moi (I point to myself as the class chuckles), you'd have made 
a profit of forty-five hundred dollars. Not bad, right? Now think about if you 
put in a call option for one hundred thousand shares," | grin. "| may trade in 
commodities, but I've got my hands in options too, as well as a few other 
things. | suggest you all become well-rounded as | did when you hit the 
trading floor." 

The guys stand and clap their hands as | leave the room. The rea/ reason 
| didn’t speak about Commodities is because there’s no need to give them 
any information about them. Let them figure it out on their own. I’m not 
helping or assisting anyone when it comes to that particular filed of interest. 
Outside in the hall, | see Anderson coming towards me. I'd spot his widow’s 
peak hairline a mile away. It’s his turn next to speak. 

"Hey, Lex. Did you bore them talking about sugar stalks?" he smiles. He's 
wearing a black Ferragamo suit, silk tie, and Dolce and Gabbana black 
leather shoes. 

"Of course, Anderson. Watch out for the first row. Got a few arm raisers," 
| say, tapping him on his back. 

“No worries here, Lex. | live to break arms,” he sneers. 

As | walk past him, | turn and say, "Congratulations. | heard you're going 
to be a father. Another Anderson in the world? What will we do?" | grin. 

"Hopefully it's a boy. But congratulations? It wasn't planned, Lex." 

"When is it, Anderson?" 

Leaving him to the class, | walk past the floor secretary, Betty, nod, and 
walk past my office till | get to Bergstein’s. | knock on his door (which is 
always opened), and he invites me in with his index finger. Bergstein 
seems to be of the opinion beige or light brown suits accommodate his 
grey, thinning hair, pointy nose, and thick, white eyebrows and enhance the 
perception his intelligence is greater than yours. Not true. He always wears 
those two colors, though. 

"Lex. What can | do for you, my most treasured commodities trader?" 

"I've been thinking of starting my own hedge fund. | wanted to run it by 
you first, out of respect, and get your opinion." 

| pull out a brown leather chair, and sit. Looking around at his dark brown 
marble desk, | see papers stacked neatly in files, pens lined up near the 


edge of the folder. His Quotron hums as he takes off his Calvin Klein 
prescription glasses. 

“Going out on your own, Lex? So soon?” 

“You know as well as | do, you have to move when the time is right on 
Wall Street. We recovered nicely from that mess in late ‘87 and mainly, due 
to the commodities | purchased and traded for this firm,” | state. 

“And the mortgage bonds Spencer and his pals traded through,” he says. 

“True, true, but | just wanted to give you the heads up that I’m actively 
looking for space in Midtown. | filed the proper paperwork with the SEC 
already.” 

“Midtown? Afraid to compete with the big boys over here, Lex?” he 
insults. 

“No, no. There seems to be more real estate available there than here at 
surprisingly better prices,” | grin. 

“Is it money you want? Maybe a raise?” he asks, doing his best to sound 
sincere. 

“No. Money is great, but it’s like | said: you have to seize the moment 
when it’s right, and | just know it is.” 

Bergstein leans back in his leather chair, grabs a silver Mont Blanc pen, 
and begins opening and closing it. 

“Alright, Lex. Just let me know more after you figure things out. You know, 
| gave you your start here,” he remarks, the arrogant bastard. 

“Yes, |’m fully aware of that but | did earn my place here, sir. There’s no 
one, including Spencer and his crew, that has brought you more money 
than | have. That’s a fact,” | state. 

“Always boastful, eh Lex?” 

Only because you put me in a fucking position to do so, you deceitful 
schmuck. 

“Not me, sir. Anyway, I'll Keep you posted.” | stand and extend my hand 
for him out of respect for our ‘working relationship. 

Bergstein hesitates for a moment, then shakes it. Mockingly, he says, 
“You'll Keep me posted.” 

Walking out of his office, his demeanour tells me two things: One is I’ve 
never been more sure in my life to start my own firm and get out of here. 
The other is | shouldn’t have said a word to him about it. 


Bouley 


"I’m ready to go on my own, Karen. | just need a little time to formulate 
who comes with me. Maybe Spencer. He’s a sneaky shit, but he loves 
money.” My steak has a small amount of blood in the center. | did ask for 
medium well. I'll let it slide this time. 

"But why, Lex? Bergstein’s been good to you. How many times do you go 
waltzing into your office whenever you like? You make decent money. Look 
at the suits you wear: YSL, Valentino, the Prada one you're wearing now,” 
she states. 

“Are you kidding me? You know why he’s good to me, Karen. Do you 
know how much money | made his firm last year? Do you?” 

“Yes, | actually do, Lex. You've told me a thousand times already. Almost 
five hundred million,” she whines. 

“Almost a half a billion dollars, Karen. Four hundred and fifty-five million 
to be exact. And how much did | make last year?” 

“Two hundred and forty-five thousand, Lex. That’s sti// better than most 
guys working on Wall Street for less than three years. Besides, you gota 
bonus of ninety grand. Not too bad, I'd say,” she sneers. 

“Karen. Do the fucking math!” 

“Lex, calm your voice. People will-” 

“Fuck them! You think bringing in /ess than a quarter of a million dollars is 
‘fair’ compared to what I’m bringing Bergstein? Are you fucking kidding 
me?” | lean back in my seat and loosen my black silk Prada tie. 

“Look, all I’m saying is you’ve got it pretty fucking good compared to 
some stories I’ve heard, all right?” she basks. 

“I’m not concerned with negative reactions or stories from you. At the 
very least, if | say | want to make a move, you should want to support me 
on it. Not financially, of course,” | point. 

“What's that supposed to mean?” she asks, dropping her fork, her brown 
eyes peering into mine. 


“Exactly what it sounds like. | don’t ask much from you, do |? | pay for 
every dinner, | pay rent, | pay cab fare, | buy you things, I-” 

“Just-just stop, okay? Of course you'd throw money in my face,” she 
says, placing her hand on her head. Her long, black silky hair falls over it. 

“Pm not throwing anything in your face, Karen. I’m stating facts." | chew 
my tender steak and sip my glass of nineteen eighty-two Chateau Margaux 
wine while waiting for her response. 

"Thanks, Lex. Thanks for making me feel like a piece of shit. Excuse me 
while | go to the ladies room and powder my face." 

Karen leaves hastily, as a few people, mostly older, look in our direction. 
Fucking parasites. Karen's body fills every curve in the red, satin Dior dress 
she's wearing. A needless thought appears in my mind: which costs more: 
her dress or the black Jimmy Choo heels on her smooth feet? 

"Sir. Would the madam like another glass of wine?" 

A waiter breaks my concentration. The skinny pest is wearing a black 
vest, tie, slacks, shoes, and white cotton button down shirt. 

"Sure. Pour away," | decide for her as | look and see Karen walking 
towards the table. Her beauty overshadows the modern art paintings 
hanging on the wall, the asymmetrical carpeted floor, and the candles on 
the table that illuminate the dimly lit room. For some reason, | feel like an 
asshole and | know | shouldn't. Perhaps it's a weakness | need to address 
soon. 

"Well?” | ask. 

“Well’ what?” 

As she pulls her chair out to sit, | stand. 

“Is it true that they have a midget working in the Ladies room? | hear he 
uses one of those mirror to look under each stall,” | persist. 

“Always with the humor, Lex.” 

“C’mon Karen, relax. It’s Friday night and we're sitting in Bouley,” | 
contend. 

“So are a Jot of people, Lex. This place is packed.” 

“But how many of these people got a reservation the same day?” | boast. 

“You can leave that to poor planning on your part, Lex dear.” She sips her 
wine. At this moment, this very moment, | understand why men sometimes 
kill their spouse, no matter how beautiful she may be. It’s because inside of 


all women, there is this nagging code to continually poke a man till he loses 
all reason of sanity. Fortunately for Karen, | practice patience and 
discipline. | learned those two traits long ago in a foster home from my best 
friend at the time, Ralph. Without practicing them, she’d most likely be dead 
by now. 

“Let's just finish our meal,” | state. 

“Lex, you insult me and you expect me to-” 

“Karen, | really think we should just eat and drink in silence, or perhaps 
talk about your latest closing deal, if you like.” 

There’s actually nothing | can think of that bores me as much as a 
conversation involving real estate unless | have a stake in it. But, as 
Spencer would suggest, if it gets her to stop rambling on or playing the 
victim card, then so be it. 

“The deal went well, thank you for asking.” 

She finally finishes her Porcini Flan and moves on to the Black Sea Bass. 
I’m picking at what's left of my Filet Mignon, though | do still have a few 
Truffled Potatoes to relish. 

“Gerald says with my closing sales I’m going to be handling Midtown 
soon.” 

“That's great, Karen. That’s exactly where I’m going to start looking for 
office space. Maybe you can-” 

She swallows a piece of Bass as her fingers tell me ‘no’. 

“It's difficult, Lex. /f and when | can start showing in Midtown, I'll have to 
run everything by Gerald. Price-wise, that is.” 

“That shouldn't be a problem.” 

“It will be if he knows you’re the one interested in the property. He'll 
probably hike the square footage up by thirty percent.” 

She finishes her glass of wine and | reach over and pour her another. The 
waiter comes over and refills our water. | point to my Truffled Potatoes and 
whisper ‘More, please’ as Karen rambles on about Gerald. 

“Seriously Lex, you and your friends can’t go around and insult people 
without thinking their won’t be any consequences.” 

This is good. She's ‘into’ the conversation now, eating and drinking at will. 


“| asked where he went to school, Karen. He said Yale, | said Harvard, 
Spencer said Harvard, Brewster said Harvard, Anderson said Dartmouth,” | 
state. 

“And Spencer then insulted him by saying ‘Looks like you’re the oddball 
out amongst us’, even though Anderson went to a different school too,” she 
complains. “And the three of you just stood by and laughed as he said it.” 

“Karen, if Gerald is so uptight that he got offended by that comment, he 
should’ve said something instead of casually walking away. It was just 
Spencer being Spencer. Besides, it was only a party to celebrate Bergstein 
purchasing five more floors of the building.” 

“Which Gerald sold him, Lex. May | also add that he gave him a very 
competitive rate.” 

The waiter thankfully brings the Truffled Potatoes. | tell him we would like 
to order dessert now. By the time it arrives, we'll both be finished with our 
meals. After discussing which street in Midtown would be best for a hedge 
fund firm, our dessert comes. 

“Madam, sir. The Valrhona Chocolate and Vacherin D’ete. Will there be 
anything else?” he asks, bending forward. 

“Just the check.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

| can see Karen has finally warmed to me. Drinking and eating chocolate 
does that for most women. 

“Wow, the meal was wonderful, Lex. You know how chocolate gets me 
horny, you handsome man,” she giggles. 

“That's why | asked for the check when | ordered dessert,” | smirk. 

After paying $315.85 plus twenty percent tip, we take a cab back to the 
apartment. Inside, she takes off her heels, slips off her dress, and leans 
against the wall, wearing only her nude La Perla lace bra and thong. 

“Well, Lex? Wanna make a deal?” she teases. 

| take off my suit and toss it on the wooden floor. Kicking off my shoes, | 
approach Karen, grab her by the back of her head, and begin kissing her 
passionately. Our tongues meet and wrap around each other. | can taste 
the wine inside her mouth. She throws her bra on the floor as | take off her 
panties. Grabbing my erected penis, she places it inside her moist vagina. | 


pick her up, place her against the wall, and begin intercourse, thrusting my 
penis into her, hard and fast. 

“That's it, Lex. Right there baby, just like that,” she moans. 

Karen enjoys spontaneous sex. That’s about the only time we do have 
sex anymore. My arms throb as | hold her, bringing her ass up and down 
on my rock hard shaft. She pulls my hair, begins to scream, and comes to a 
riveting orgasm. Still inside her, | carry her and place her on my bed. Laying 
on top of her body, | thrust in and out of her soaking snatch till | come to my 
own orgasm, flooding her vagina with my semen. Thankfully Karen isn’t 
drunk, just tipsy. Any guy who has had sex with a drunk girl will tell you it’s 
a complete waste of time and sperm. 

“You came inside me?” 

“Who cares? You're on the pill,” | state, getting off her. 

“You're right. It’s just, you know.” 

“No, | don’t know.” 

“I’ve gotta go and clean myself up in the bathroom now.” 

As she gets up and walks into the small bathroom, | think to myself you 
don't want it in your mouth, you complain if it’s on your tits or 
stomach.....doesn't leave me much choice, does it? 

Inside the bathroom, | startle her as she’s ‘cleaning’ herself. 

“Let's take a shower together. It’s been awhile.” 

“Sure, just wait a minute. Anyone ever tell you with your square jawline 
and high cheekbones, you could've been a model?” she flatters. 

“Only you and what do you mean by ‘could've’ been? Are you saying |’m 
all washed up at twenty-seven years old? Cause you’re only one year 
behind, darling.” 

“Hardy-har Lex, and no, you know what | mean. You’re a commodities 
trader on Wall Street. That's your career now,” she says, as she stands 
next to me with her smooth, olive skin body. 

“For the time being. Once I’m on my own, | plan to venture out to other 
things. Enough talk about business. Let’s shower,” | state. 

| can see she’s feeling a bit drowsy, which is fine by me. She’d probably 
find something to bitch about while we shower if she weren't. After 
showering and drying off, we lay in bed. A thought occurs to me: how much 
longer do | want to do this? Be with her? Is there any real benefit for me? 


Few days are good, most are bad with us. There’s always this ying/yang 
thing going on between us, It can be most disruptive at times. 

"How'd you get a reservation at Bouley for a Friday night the same day?" 
she asks, as she runs her fingers through my damp, black hair. 

"Easy. | sold the floor manager a thousand shares of crude oil at a nice 
rate last week when he came to see me.” 

“Then what? You say to him ‘in order to get this price, you give me a 
reservation whenever | want one’?” she asks. 

“Something like that.” 

“Is everything a deal to you, Lex? Do you have to get something out of 
every conversation?” 

“Karen, not now. Let’s get some sleep,” | state emphatically. 

She turns over to her side. The bed | have is a queen, but a smal/ queen. 
In New York, there’s a difference. Thoughts that cross my mind now: | need 
to get out of this apartment, into something much bigger, but | need more 
money, the relationship with Karen is costing me too much, | know now that 
the ceaseless arguing, the up and down swings in our relationship, will 
never end.... 


Tuesday 


| make a smoothie out of my Phillips Delta blender, using one banana 
with four strawberries (plucked). As | drink it, Karen is finishing her third cup 
of coffee. She's dressed for work: Liz Claiborne grey blazer, slacks, Calvin 
Klein chiffon blouse, and beige Stuart Weitzman heels. | watch her hurry 
into the bathroom, hearing familiar sounds of vomiting. 

"Again, Karen?" 

"I'm stressed, Lex. You wouldn't know anything about that," | hear her 
muffled voice say, behind the bathroom door. 

"Stress is a burden you need to shed like waste is, Karen." 


"Another wonderful analogy from the ‘magnificent’ Lex Wellker. | may be 
late tonight. | have an appointment with a woman from Saudi Arabia today. 
I'm showing her an appointment off Central Park. It's got-" 

"Saudi Arabia? What's her name?" | inquire. 

"Nea something or another. Why?" She asks, as she exits the small 
bathroom, grabs her grey Anne Klein handbag, and approaches the door. 

"Sady? Nea Sady?" 

"Yes, | believe so. Why, Lex? Why are you so interested in one of my 
clients?" she questions, pushing her long black hair from her brown eyes. 
Her mascara and eyeliner enhances her already long eyelashes. 

"Because her father owns the biggest oil fields in Saudi Arabia. When 
you're finished tonight, can you give me her number? I'd like to discuss 
getting together with her father and-" 

"No, Lex. | have to go now." 

| put my hand on the door, stopping her from opening it. 

"Lex, what are-" 

"Karen, | want that number. Why does everything have to be so difficult 
with you?" 

| can see her face reddening as she speaks. 

"Lex, it's against company policy to-" 

"Don't give me that bullshit. It's a fucking phone number, Karen. Not her 
bank account info. She's staying at a hotel in Midtown probably, right? 
Which one? I'll-" 

"This isn't Wall Street Lex, where everyone underhands everyone else to 
swipe a deal. It's an honest real estate company." 

"Honest, Karen? You think your boss Gerald is an honest man? You're 
more naive than | thought." 

She nudges the door and | let go. As she leaves, | begin to wonder what 
exactly am | doing with this woman? 


Lennie's Bar 


"Blow it out your ass, Wellker! You can't seriously believe penny stocks 
will make you rich," Anderson states. The oil in his widow’s peak hairline 
gleams like a mirror from the overhanging lights. 

"I'm almost there now, Anderson. Look, you can set your own rate: penny, 
half a penny-" 

"Half a penny, Lex? You've got to be kidding us." 

"No kidding here, Brewster. Your buyer can't check the price of the stock 
because there's no way to check it other than what | tell him because I'm 
the one setting it. | mark it up fifty, sixty, shit, eighty percent, and no one 
ever knows," | gleefully state. 

"But you're hosing them, Lex. Doesn't that bother you?" questions 
Brewster. 

"Does it bother you or Anderson when you call one of your clients before 
starting bell and quote them say, a price of 35 % for a shitty tech stock that 
you already know is going to open at 35 %? Or when you both do the exact 
same thing at closing bell? You sell your clients fifty thousand shares of 
some crappy retail stock at 16 “2 knowing damn well it's opening at 15 % 
early morning?" | state accusingly. "And it's all because you're unloading 
shit from Bergstein’s bottom line while you're both waiting a fraction, and | 
do mean literally a fraction of a second, to rebuy those same stocks, hold 
them till they shoot up, and unload them for yourselves. Don't deny it," | 
point. 

Brewster grins at Anderson, as he replies, "Alright, alright, Lex. You got 
us there, though | do not admit to any insider trading," he smirks. "I'm just 
saying, these penny stocks are a bigger gamble than skimming off the top 
of some schmuck customer of ours." 

Brewster finishes his Stoli rocks and signals for a refill. The waiter looks 
unimpressed. 


"Brewster is right, Lex. | heard from a guy | know in Cali that the SEC is 
really looking into that penny stock shit. Trust me on this," Anderson says, 
raising his Bulleit bourbon and then chugging it. He's wearing a tacky Gucci 
pinstripe suit, whereas Brewster is wearing another classic Brooks Bros. 
dark grey wool suit with Giorgio Armani dark brown leather shoes. 

"Trust you, Anderson? I'd rather take my chances with the Securities 
Exchange Commission." 

"Suit yourself, Lex. Don't say | didn't warn you. And speaking of suits, 
don't tell me," states Anderson, as he closes his eyes and places his 
fingers on his forehead. 

"I'm sensing Armani today. Giorgio Armani. A/ways the classics with Lex." 

"Your fifth sense is correct, Anderson. On both counts, no doubt. I'm 
looking to leave the firm this month," | state, while sitting back and tugging 
on the lapels of my suit. 

"And do what?" inquires Brewster. 

| chug my Jack rocks and place it on the busboy's tray as he whizzes by. 
A waiter comes and takes our drink order which is essentially just a fucking 
refill. 

"Open my own hedge fund firm. I'm looking for a couple investors, hint 
hint." 

Brewster and Anderson look at each other, then me. Brewster is the first 
to speak. 

"And what are you going to call your new firm?" 

"Lex Wellker, Inc. What else?" 

Brewster nods his head then continues. "You have some capital of your 
own, | assume. | say that because you date a real estate agent and you Siill 
haven't moved to Midtown yet." 

"It pays to save where you can, Brewster. Not everyone is lucky enough 
to have a trust fund waiting," | state. 

"Do tell, Lex, do tell. I'm game to put up what | can to assist you. To be 
perfectly honest, I'm sick of agonizing over what my bonus should be 
against what | actually receive," says Brewster as he grabs his Stoil rocks 
from the wet tray the waiter brings. "Have you reached out to good ol’ 
Spence yet?" 

"No, but | will soon. What about you, Anderson?" | ask. 


After Anderson sips his whiskey, he replies, "Risky, Lex. You'd be 
essentially going against Bergstein and the other firms. What makes you 
think you can succeed?" 

"Because I've got clients waiting for better rates, better deals, Anderson. 
I'm talking about sure-fire dividends that pay out at the beginning of every 
month. They put up the capital and reap the rewards. Besides, I've got a 
hunch I'm going to break open the oil market soon," | gamble. 

"Break open the oil market? You plan on riding a few thousand camel 
back here from Saudi Arabia with gold on the back of them?" Anderson 
jests. 

"Something like that, Anderson. Let's just say I've got something in the 
works.” 

"Sorry, Lex. I'm not doing anything on a ‘hunch’. I'm out," he concedes. 

"All right, then. Just remember | gave you the chance, Anderson. When 
you need to make a move, don't come crawling to me." 

"| don't crawl to anyone, Lex. Bergstein may be an asshole, but | know 
where | stand with him, and it's on solid ground," he shoots back. 

"Solid ground, you say? We'll see, Anderson. We'll see." 

An uncanny silence comes between the three of us, like a shadow 
dancing over a grave. 

“Wanna go to Club Sheen tonight?” inquires Brewster. 

“No. | want to be home when Karen gets back from work. There’s some 
things her and | need to discuss.” 

“The latest news on Bush’s transition from Reagan?” quips Anderson. 

“No, nothing as subtle as that.” 

“Okay Lex, but you’re gonna miss out. | heard they got a few new 
dancers in with mega bamboozies,” Brewster smiles as his arms makes a 
juggling gesture. 

“I’m sure they do Brewster, but I’m sure they'll be there tomorrow night. 
Business comes first, gentlemen.” 


Night 


At nine pm, Karen comes through the door. I'm sitting on the soft, brown 
leather couch watching The Morton Downey Jr show. After placing her 
handbag on the dark brown end table, she throws her blazer on the couch, 
walks to the kitchen, and pours herself a glass of Merlot wine. 

"Well? Another satisfied client?" | inquire. 

"Wouldn't you like to know." 

She sits next to me and sips her glass. "You still watch this crap?" 

"What? Morton Downey? If you actually /istened to him, you'd know he's 
on his game about subjects those wimpy talk show hosts are afraid to 
touch." 

"Yeah, well | still think he's a nutcase." 

Leaning up, | ask, "Did she buy the apartment?" 

"No. She said she had to run the offer by her father first." 

"Then why are you so late coming home?" 

"Lex, | hung out with a few of the girls from work. That's all." 

"Just asking, Karen. Hey, cheer up. Maybe daddy gives her the okay 
tomorrow." 

"Not likely. Nea's got another appointment somewhere else and she 
leaves for Saudi Arabia the following day." 

Turning off the thirty-two inch Sony TV, | look at Karen and say, "Then tell 
me where she's staying. I'll take it from there." 

Finishing her glass, she says, "I told you this morning no, and | meant it. | 
can't take the chance she'll change her mind and-" 

"Karen, if she wanted the apartment, she would've tended an offer to you. 
You're not going to hear from her again." 

"Oh, you would know, right? Mr. 'everything's a deal to me’," she jabs, 
rising and walking back to the kitchen to pour herself another glass of wine. 
"I'm just stating facts. | know when a deal is a deal and when one isn't. 

I'm just asking for the hotel. That's all." 

She stays silent, being the bitch that she is. 

"What about all those clients | gave you to help start your career, Karen? 
Doesn't that count for anything?" | ask. 

Karen's turns to me and says, "What? You gave me nine clients, Lex. 
That's all." 


"That's all? That's all?! Every one of those clients purchased an 
apartment from you, Karen. Every single one! Do you realize people 
working in real estate in this city would kill for that opportunity? To be given 
nine clients that are going to buy luxury apartments in New York because 
they feel some affinity towards me to do so?" | pour a Woodford Reserve, 
neat out of the small cabinet under the television. 

"Oh, I'm sorry. | thought they bought those apartments because of my 
ability to sell, not out of some innate loyalty towards you." 

She turns her back to me, both arms closed. 

Approaching her, | touch her shoulders, gently rubbing her bare skin 
under her blouse. 

"Karen, of course they did. It's just.....look, Nea's father owns half the oil 
refineries in Saudi Arabia. Brokering a deal with him could finally put me 
over the top, especially with starting my own hedge fund firm. We'd be 
beyond rich," | state, hoping she realizes the enormity of the situation. 

"I've never given out any personal information about my clients before, 
Lex. Besides, do you really believe going on your own is the smart move? 
You're better off sticking with Bergstein and playing it safe. You'll be in the 
red for years," she wrong]y insists. 

Spinning her around, | look her in her eyes. 

"No | won't, Karen. You have to trust me on this. I’ve got buyers lined up 
longer than a mile. What’s the name of the hotel, Karen? You said she 
leaves the day after tomorrow. That gives me one day to make this deal." 

"Deal? Everything's always a deal to you, Lex." 

| stay quiet, controlling my temper best | can. 

Walking away from me with her glass, she says "I don't know, Lex. If she 
found out it was me and made a complaint to the company, | could get put 
on a probationary period. Can't you finagle your way into obtaining her 
father's number yourself?" 

I'm beginning to get pissed off. | can feel my body heat increasing, my 
heart beating faster. 

"He'd never speak to me directly. He’d just think | was just another 
schmuck from Wall Street selling him some shitty deal," | state. “Nea won't 
find out, Karen. Don't you know anything about me by now?" 


Shaking her head, she responds, "It's too dangerous. | don't want to 
compromise the agreement between Nea and my company." 

"Fuck it then." 

"Fuck it? Thanks for the support | needed after the deal fell through, Lex." 

Karen does exactly what | wanted her to. She hurries into the bedroom 
with her wine, clicking the lock on the door, while leaving her handbag on 
the end table. Quickly rummaging through make-up, money, and other 
female shit, | find what I'm looking for: her client book. Looking back at the 
closed bedroom door, | begin flipping through the pages till | find the S 
section. 


Nea Sady- Waldorf Astoria’ 


Bingo. 

"I'm going out, Karen. Don't wait up." 

Grabbing my Ferragamo black leather trench, my Rossie Viren briefcase, 
and my garment bag, | slam the door on my way out. Hurrying down the 
three flights of stairs, I'm outside in seconds. The cold air feels good 
against my warm skin. October is right around the corner. Karen, always 
playing by the rules. But if | were to guess, I'd say handing her those clients 
somehow goes against some ethics law within a real estate agreement. It 
doesn't matter now. | have what | want. It's ten-thirty and finding a cab at 
this time of night should be rather easy, but of course, it's not. After waiting 
for twelve minutes, one finally comes around. 

"Where to, mon?" 

"Waldorf Astoria." 


Nea 


After paying for a suite on my platinum AmEx card (one which | did not 
need but took; it was the only room available), | grab the suit from my 
garment bag (YSL, black wool), and head down to the restaurant, Peacock 
Alley. I’m gambling that I’ll see Nea here eventually, and that I'll recognize 
her from the photos I’ve seen of her with her father in Business weekly and 


Forbes magazine. After drinking two Macallan 12 rocks, and waiting for 
forty-five minutes, | see the woman I’ve been waiting for enter the 
restaurant, escorted by two Arabian men. She sits at a table directly across 
from mine. | smile as she looks my way and she grins back. Her hair is 
long, black, silky, but in a bun, and her skin is tan, smooth, desirable. She’s 
wearing heavy mascara over her bold brown eyes and her gold, silk dress 
with small ruby ornaments around the hem, showcases her small, but tight 
figure. The Manolo Blahnik open toe gold sandal heels she wears 
accentuate her small feet, in which her nails are painted red. | can already 
discern that her three gold bracelets, two gold necklaces and earrings, 
come from Arab gold. It looks foo good to be from anywhere else. 

The word ‘hot’ doesn’t begin to describe her. She’s gorgeous and | don’t 
use that term lightly, This is my only chance, here and now. Time to seize it, 
Lex. 

“Excuse me. You wouldn't by any chance be Nea Sady?” | ask, 
approaching the table. 

Her two henchmen move two feet towards me. 

Looking at me, she replies, “Yes. And you are?” 

“Lex. Lex Wellker. May | sit?” 

She motions with her hand to the seat across from her. 

“Thank you.” 

“What do you recommend?” she asks. 

“Excuse me?” 

“The menu. What do you recommend?” 

“For me, | usually eat the Power breakfast special, but you can’t go wrong 
with the salmon, either.” 

She eyes me and smiles. Her red lips give way to perfect, white teeth. 

“Then I'll have the Power breakfast, too. Tell me Lex, what do you do for 
work and how often do you approach women whom you do not know?” 

She places her elbows on the table, both hands on her face. 

“The answer to the latter question is rarely and for the first: I’m a 
commodities trader at H. Bergstein, though I’m going to be opening my own 
hedge fund soon,” | state. 

“Commodities? You mean, like steel, copper, gold, and o//?” 

“Yes.” 


“Then you must know that my father owns the richest oil fields in all of 
Saudi Arabia. | guess that answers my question as to why you are sitting in 
front of me now.” 

Nea just threw a fastball at me and | missed it by a mile. She’s clever. 
Very clever. Best not lie to her or I'll be headed out the door. That cannot 
happen. 

“That’s one reason, yes.” 

“The other?” she asks, her chin resting on her hands. Her skin looks 
golden. 

“You're the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen and I’d very much enjoy 
getting to Know you.” 

She's silent for a moment, picks up the menu, and asks, “What whiskey 
do you drink?” 

“Woodford Reserve, Jack Daniels, Johnnie-” 

“Then Woodford it is,” she states. 

“How did you know my preference of liquor is whiskey?” 

“You work on Wall Street and you /ook like a whiskey guy. | like your hair, 
Lex. It's very becoming of you. There aren't many men | have seen with 
black, wavy hair such as yours,” she compliments. 

“Thank you, Nea. After breakfast, how about | show you the sites of the 
city?" | ask. 

"Oh, I'd enjoy that Lex, but | have an appointment to see a luxury 
apartment Downtown, in Murray Hill." 

"You don't want an apartment there, Nea. Rich, snobby, brats inhabit the 
area and case all the surrounding restaurants and bars. | think Midtown, 
somewhere on Madison Avenue or Park Avenue would suit your tastes 
much better," | compliment. 

She mulls this over as | tell the waiter our drink order. 

"Done. | don't Know why, but | trust you Lex, and the last thing | need to 
do in my last day in New York City is to spend two hours hearing another 
real estate agent try and schmooze me over with their deceitful lies." 

"| completely agree, Nea. Real estate agents can be most...... deceptive.’ 

After finishing breakfast, | escort Nea (as her guards follow) to all the 
perennial sites: Statue of Liberty, Empire State Building, and Rockefeller 
Center, where we eat dinner at The Rainbow Room. 


"| must say you have exquisite tastes, Lex." 

"| do my best to broaden my horizons, Nea." 

She finishes her Dover Solé, as | swallow the last bite of my Seared 
Salmon. A waiter, dressed in a black bowtie, vest, white button down shirt, 
and black slacks, asks if we would like a refill for our champagne and 
dessert. 

"| think we would like-" 

"No, thanks. | think I'll eat my dessert later this evening," she teases. 
| nod my head and ask for the check. After paying $435.85 ($600 with tip), 
we walk back towards the hotel. 

"Lex, I'd like for you to stay with me tonight." 

Perfect. As | | hold her waist | think to myself /’// be closing my own deal 
soon, Karen. 

"That sounds fine to me, Nea." 

We stop in front of the fountains and | touch Nea's face and kiss her 
gently. As we kiss, I'm thankful | have a second suit, a black wool Prada 
and white cotton button down shirt, as well as Armani trunks and socks, in 
my garment bag. It's always good to be prepared. 

"Let's head back now, Lex." 

As Nea lays her head on my shoulder, | think of how to convince her to let 
me speak with her father without it seeming as if it's the only reason | 
sought her out. 

Inside the hotel she says something to her guards and dismisses them. 
We enter the elevator alone. 

“You're staying in a suite, yes?” she asks. 

“Yes.” 

“Well, looks like we’re getting off on the same floor.” 

The elevator doors open and as we step off, | turn her towards me and 
kiss her. 

“I'd like you to stay with me tonight in my room, Nea.” 

She pauses for a second, then replies. 

“I'd like that too, Lex.” 

Nea goes back to her room where she gathers what she needs for the 
evening. | enter my suite, quickly undress, shower, and order a bottle of 
champagne with candlelight. As I’m drying off, | hear a knock at the door. 


“That was quick,” | say, expecting to see the waiter with the bottle. 
Instead, | see Nea, wearing only a silk robe with gold sandals and nothing 
underneath. 

“Ready for dessert, Lex?” 

Grabbing her, | pick her up and we kiss as | slowly lower her onto the 
bed. The waiter will get the hint when | don’t answer when he knocks. She 
takes off her robe and | throw my terrycloth towel on the floor. Our lips kiss, 
but I’m more concerned with doing other things to her at the moment. 
Seeing as Nea is from an Arab country, and Arab countries treat the 
majority of women like slaves, I'll wager no one has ever licked her vagina, 
let alone, made her have an orgasm. Knowing this, | immediately go down 
to her moist vagina, pull back her ‘lips’, and begin fingering her as | lick her 
Clitoris. 

“Lex, baby, yes....” she moans. 

As | continue to do this, I’m surprised that her vagina is clean shaven. 
After a couple minutes, | feel her nails dig into my head, her thighs quench, 
as she comes to a riveting orgasm, screaming my name. As her body 
throbs in extasy, | lick and clean her vagina with my tongue. 

She giggles and says, “Where did you learn to do that?” 

| don't say anything. | wipe my mouth with my forearm and insert my 
throbbing penis into her soaking snatch. Her breasts are big, but firm, 
perhaps a 34D? She really is a piece of art. As her neck goes back and | 
thrust into her vagina, back and forth, back and forth, | think about how this 
may be business to me, but at least it’s also pleasurable. Very pleasurable. 
| place her silky smooth legs on my shoulders and kiss her toes as | 
continue intercourse. Her nails scratch my back, digging into my skin until 
she comes to another orgasm. | move my hips faster, faster, going in as 
deep as | can, until | come to an orgasm. Normally, I'd pu// out, but her 
hands on my ass, pushing me in, tells me not to, so | come inside her. This 
too, is a business decision. What's the worst that can happen? She 
becomes pregnant with my child and that child is thereby going to inherit 
billions of dollars, which would mean /’d inherit said billion first. It’s great 
when the shoe's on the other foot. 

“That was amazzzzzzing, Lex,” she compliments, as she puts her arm on 
my solid chest. 


“You're amazing, Nea,” | compliment back. 

“Come to Saudi Arabia with me, Lex. We'll have a wonderful time 
together and you can meet my father, discuss business, whatever you 
want.” 

“Not everything is about business, Nea.” Well, mostly everything is. 

“Oh, stop it, Lex. | know you want to speak to my father about business 
and that is fine with me. | just want to enjoy your company a bit more.” 

| think this over, understanding an opportunity like this usually never 
happens. No matter what the circumstances, | have to do this. 

“| accept your offer and thank you.” 

| kiss her on her forehead, knowing that when you kiss a woman there, it 
signifies ‘compassion’ for her. 

“Just one thing,” | say. 

“What?” 

“What about clothing? | only have-” 

“Don't worry about that or anything, Lex. My father has a tailor and 
seamstress who live on the compound. Everything will be taken care of for 
you.” 

Variables are as such: a tailor and seamstress that /ive on her father’s 
compound. | usually have all variables, all odds, covered, but sometimes 
something like that throws you a curve ball. Not in a bad way, mind you. | 
just don’t enjoy surprises. 

“Aren't you going to ask me for how long?” 

“No. I’m sure we'll figure that one out when I’m there, Nea.” 

“| like you, Lex. You’re not like other men with their wishy wash attitudes. 
You're straight to the point, no lies, no misgivings.” 

“| like you too, Nea.” 

She lays her head on my chest. | run my fingers through her hair, 
massaging her scalp. 

“How old are you?” she asks. 

“Twenty-seven,” | state, thinking that means I’m at least a year wiser than 
Brewster and Spencer. 

“I'm twenty-five.” she states. 

“And your birthday?” 

“March ninth. Yours?” | ask, as the conversation becomes mundane. 


“Oh, March, too. It’s on the twentieth. See? We may have a lot more in 
common than you think.” she teases. 

| continue to massage her head until she falls asleep. Saudi Arabia? Fine 
by me. 


In the morning, | call my secretary. 

“Betty, it’s Lex. Is Bergstein in yet?” 

“He is but he’s in a meeting with a few shareholders. Anything you'd like 
me to tell him?” 

“Do me a favor and let Bergstein know I'll be away for awhile on 
business. | don’t know when I'll be back but it shouldn't be more than a few 
days.” 

“You got it,” she responds. 

“Thanks.” 

Entering the bedroom, Nea stares at me, her eyes fully open, her head 
resting on her elbow. 

“Checking in with your boss, Lex?” she mocks. 

“lll be working solely for myself soon, Nea.” 

"Ooooh, what is that?" she asks, pointing to my satellite phone. 

"It's the newest technology in phones. It's from Motorola. It's a phone that 
bounces off of satellite waves for a direct signal. | can call anywhere in the 
world | like." 

Nea grabs it from my hand. I'll let that slide.....this time. 

"You mean | can call daddy from this?" she asks. 

"Yes. Though the plan is expensive, the advantages | get from the phone 
are almost /imitless.” 

"Please show me how to dial out." 

| tell her what numbers to dial for International calls. | open the curtains 
and the sun glares into the room. Looking at Nea, | see she is as beautiful 
now, perhaps moreso, without make-up. How many women can you say 
that about? 

“Daddy! It’s me. I’m having a wonderful time here.” 

“Did you buy an apartment?” 

“No, no, but | met a man, a lovely man and he’s coming back with me to 
stay for a few days.” 


“What is this man’s name?” 

“Lex Wellker. He works on Wall Street and I’m using his- what is this 
again?” she asks me. 

“A satellite phone,” | answer as | sit next to her. 

“His satellite phone to call you.” 

“The man must have money then. Good. See you tomorrow morning, 
dear. And Nea? Please be discreet about your friend. You must adhere to 
your country’s customs, not theirs.” 

“| will. Daddy, please tell mummy | said hello.” 

“| shall, dear.” 

She hands me back my phone and says, “Now | can get a hold of you 
whenever | want.” 

| assume she means from the satellite phone number. 

“How about lunch before we leave?” | suggest, moreso state. 

“I'd love that, Lex.” 

She rises from the bed, naked, sits on my lap, kisses me, then pulls down 
my Armani trunks and begins to suck my penis. She does this for a few 
minutes, and she does it very well, until | pull her up, and have intercourse 
with her, grabbing her ass, picking her up and down on my lap, as she 
kisses my neck and bites my ear, until we both come to an explosive 
orgasm. Afterwards, we kiss each other. To the outside eye, it would seen 
Nea has fallen for me, but | know better. You have to wait a few days for 
reality to set in, for the ‘newness’ to rub off, to see where you truly stand. 


Dhahran, Saudi Arabia 


The flight in Nea's personal jet took less than fifteen hours, in which we 
drank champagne and mostly slept. As we disembark from her private jet, 
the heat hits my face like a punch from the wind. The sun's rays have never 
felt more intense than they do now. 

"It's a bit warmer here than in New York Lex, but you'll get used to it." 

"I'm sure | will," | wonder. 


We hold hands as we walk towards the limousine waiting for us. A black 
SUV pulls to the side of the jet, where men grab Nea’s luggage and bags, 
as well as my one garment bag. Inside our limousine, Nea tells me about 
her childhood and her mother and father. When asked of my upbringing, | 
quickly say, "It was short. | grew up fast." 

"Mysterious," she teases, rubbing my arm. 

The limousine drives on pavement mixed with sand for twenty minutes 
until | see what looks like a fortress up ahead. As we approach her father’s 
compound, my eyes widen at how huge it truly is. It truly is a palace, 
surrounded by adjoining villas and small buildings. Massive statues 
surround marble columns, water fountains, gardens, and marble rock 
walkways. There are men posted around the area, some armed, some not. 
Exiting the car, Nea takes me past these men. None of them say a word. 
Inside the palace, I’m greeted by servants dressed in muslin tunics and 
sandals. There are huge paintings on the walls, chandeliers in every room 
(it would seem), and hallways that are as big as any New York City 
apartment. Nea smiles clutching my hand, as we walk towards the main 
dining room. Inside, a man sits on a marble throne, wearing a Keffiyeh, gold 
tunic, and white linen pants with white sandals. | assume this is her father. 

“Daddy!” 

She runs to the man and hugs him. He looks at me first, before 
acknowledging his daughter. The look he gives me is not very welcoming. 
“Nea, my dear. You look so happy. | see you brought your friend, yes?” 

“Yes, daddy. This is Lex.” 

He motions for me to walk forward. Slnce | am in another country, | must 
accept their customs, their way of doing things, their way of doing business. 
That is where most Americans fail: We believe our way is the only way to 
do things, the only way to do business. We're not open to suggestions. I’m 
not concerned about who's right and who's wrong. Leave that to the 
wealthy politicians that fuck their constituents on a daily basis, the fucking 
hypocrites. I’m concerned with leaving here with a firm deal in my hand to 
ensure my future is secured. That's it. 

"Lex Wellker. Your name sounds familiar, though | can't place where I've 
heard it. Aside from my lovely daughter, what brings you to Saudi Arabia?" 
inquiries her father, Saleh. 


"What makes you think Lex is here other than just to spend time with me, 
daddy? Hmmmm?" intervenes Nea. 

"Come, dear. Get yourself situated now that you're back home. Please 
leave us to discuss business." 

Nea waves to me and leaves the room. I'm alone in the room with the 
richest oil man in the world and this happened within minutes of entering 
his home. 

"Oil, Saleh. I'm a-" 

“Ah, yes," he grins. "| remember now. | read about you in the Wall Street 
Journal earlier this year. And before you ask, yes, | receive that newspaper 
weekly. You work on Wall Street and you brought in the largest amount of 
income for any firm in commodities last year. Namely, oi//," he surmises. “l 
remember your face now. Your wavy hair. It will give you away anywhere in 
the world,” he smiles. 

"Yes, you are correct. You have quite the memory, Saleh." 

"So, you want my oil, eh?" 

"| want to broker a deal with you regarding your refineries. I'm starting my 
own hedge fund firm, and I've got investors lined up, ready and willing to 
buy contracts of 100,000 barrels of your oil," | confirm. 

"What of your current employer?" 

"What of him? He's out. I'm in. It's time for me to go on my own." 

"And you can do this with my help, hmm?" He pauses for thought. I'm not 
sure | can even make a dent in his income, meaning if | can do anything for 
him to notice the extra money coming in, but I'm hoping he'll give me a 
shot. 

"You know my daughter holds you in high regard, Lex. | can see it in her 
eyes. Normally, | would not allow a ‘friend’ like yourself to enter her life, but 
she is at the age to make her own decisions." 

| nod my head and add, "Though I've just met her, | hold her in high 
regard, as well." 

"Spoken like a true businessman from America. | must tell you something 
very important, Lex. My country is not known to value women as highly as 
they do men. I’m sure, being an American, you know this and perhaps 
some of our culture. However, there can be exceptions, such as my Nea. 
Are we Clear on this?" 


With his pretense of using the word ‘clear’ as a veiled threat, if this were 
anyone else, I'd tell him to go fuck himself. But it's not. It's someone else. A 
very rich someone else. 

"Yes, | completely understand." 

"Good. Then please have lunch with my daughter and |. Our business 
can wait till later." 

| hold in my smile. When he says ‘Our business can wait’, that means 
he’s open to discussing a deal. 

“Nea?” he says, as she walks into the room, wearing the white linen shirt, 
pants, and sandals she put on this morning. She probably listened to the 
whole conversation from the hallway. I’m wearing my Prada white shirt and 
black slacks, with my black leather Giorgio Armani shoes. I'm sweating like 
| just finished running a marathon. 

"Please get Lex here some clothes with the tailor and then meet me in 
the villa outside for a late lunch." 

"Yes, father. C'mon, Lex. Let's get you into some more relaxing clothes." 

As Nea takes my arm and | look around the vast room, New York City 
feels like it's in another galaxy. 

After being fitted into a linen tunic, pants, and sandals, and being handed 
multiple pairs of cloth underwear, I'm escorted to my room which is inside 
the palace. Nea said her room is inconveniently on the other side of the 
palace. She's dressing for lunch now. As | lay my clothes on the bed with 
linen sheets, my satellite phone rings. 

"Lex? It's Spencer. What are you doing in Saudi Arabia? Getting your 
hands dirty with greasy oi! and other things?" 

"Something like that, Spencer. Whose phone are you using to call?" 

"Who else's but my office phone?" he chuckles. 

"Did Brewster talk to you about my hedge fund?" 

"Yes, and of course I'm in like flynn, baby." 

"Good. I'm having lunch soon. I'll talk to you whenever | get back, and 
before you ask, | don't know when that is." 

"Hey, Lex?" 

"What, Spence?" 

"Make sure you Seal those oil drums, tight. Never know when a leak 
could spoil the fun.” 


| hear his laugh as | disconnect from him. Spencer may be a comedian of 
sorts, but he knows how to talk and how to close a deal, and that’s all | 
really give a shit about. 

“Ready for lunch, Lex?” Nea asks, as she hugs on a column pole outside 
my room. She does have beautiful eyes. In fact, if | were to /et my guard 
down, I'd say she’s the most beautiful woman I’ve ever been with. 

“Yes. Let’s go.” 

As we walk through the huge hall and outside, she discusses her family 
with me. We walk past a fountain where a statue of a dove sprouts water 
and flowers bloom in the grass. Sand surrounds the structure, but it 
seemingly blends in with the grass and gravel. 

“As for sleeping arrangements, well, I'll be in my room and you'll be in 
your room but | will visit you at night when | can,” she states, holding onto 
my arm. 

“Don’t get yourself in trouble on my account, Nea. | want your father to 
respect me.” 

“Oh Lex, don’t you worry, he will and don’t you worry about a late night 
visit from me. I'll make sure I’m very discreet,” she grins. 

Stopping before we enter the patio where her father sits, she says, “If you 
think I’m not going to let you make love to me again before you leave, then 
you really are a crazy American.” 

| smile at her as her father stands and welcomes us. We sit on the plush 
chairs under an awning to block out the sun’s rays, but definitely not the 
heat. Silver trays on the oval marble table house fruits of all kinds. Tea is 
served and as | drink it, | think to myself it’s almost 90 degrees, and I’m 
drinking fucking tea. But it’s minimal nonsense to the deal | came to this 
country to make. As Saleh tells me a little history of how he inherited the oil 
refineries, Nea stares at me with a smile, her tan hands on her face. | see 
her father look at her awkwardly, only for a moment, but it’s a look | 
recognize: it’s a father’s concern for his daughter when she’s fallen for 
someone.....perhaps, even fallen in /ove. | better not fuck this up. 

“That’s all very interesting, Saleh. I'd like to see the refineries tomorrow, if 
possible.” 


“Yes, of course. | feel you will understand the enormity of my business 
when you see those huge pumps bringing in oil. For now, let us finish our 
lunch and talk of other matters.” 

Saleh has a small mustache, black eyebrows, a straight nose, and is on 
the heavier side. Maybe five foot eleven, two hundred sixty pounds? After 
lunch, Nea and | are driven to the city, where we go shopping for both her 
and |. Two armed men accompany us at all times. 

“How tall are you, Lex?” 

“Six one.” 

“And I’m five seven. No wonder | enjoy looking up into your brown eyes.” 

She kisses me as we stand in front of a cosmetics counter. I’m not 
concerned with closing a deal with her father anymore. | believe that will 
happen soon. If | have any concern at all, it’s how I'll handle Nea when it’s 
all signed and secured. | need to seriously take time to think about this. I’m 
not concerned if she truly does have feelings for me, and being around 
women, even though the ‘signs’ are there, it’s still a big ‘if’. I'm concerned if 
she does that it may have some kind of outside variable regarding 
whatever arrangement her father and | may achieve. In the mall, Nea buys 
some clothing for herself and me, even though | pull out my platinum AmEx 
card each time she purchases something. 

"You are a guest in my country, Lex. We do things a bit differently here 
than in your country," she correctly assumes. 

"You're one of a kind, Nea." 

"SO are you, Lex. So are you." 


Riyadh, Saudi Arabia 
Oil Refineries 


We arrive in less than thirty minutes by jet to one of Saleh's refineries. 
After disembarking, | put on my Porsche grey Aviator sunglasses and look 
at the huge pumps, going back and forth, the oil being sponged from the 
Earth's natural resources. The smoke stacks remind me of New York, but 
not in a good way. Men work frantically on the machines, while others 
wearing long white coats with safety goggles oversee the plant’s 
production. What most people don't know is that there are a /ot of 
Americans working at these refineries. 

"Well, Lex? What do you think?" asks Saleh. The Keffiyeh on his head 
moves from the high winds here, as well as most of his and my cloth 
clothing. 

"| think | like what I'm seeing. How much oil do your refineries produce 
daily?" | ask, raising my voice so he can hear me amongst the wind and 
noise. 

"All my refineries or just this one?" 

"All of them." 

"Almost ten million barrels a day. Soon hopefully, to be twelve million 
barrels a few years from now. We make improvements every day, Lex." 

“I’m sure you do, Saleh.” 

| hear the humming, the clicking and clacking, the grinding of the 
machinery and Glycol pumps. | need to make this deal happen. 

“Come, Lex. I'll introduce you to some of the staff.” 

Saleh introduces me as a new business partner from New York. This is 
the first time he’s done this. In introducing me as such, he’s saying we have 
a deal before an actual one has been hammered out. That’s really a move 
on his part saying he’s dictating the terms of the deal. He’s in the driver’s 
seat and there’s not much | can do about that, but | knew that as soon as | 
boarded the jet to come here. Once the terms are dictated, I'll have a better 
understanding of how to finagle around them. Until then, it’s his ballgame. 
We spend the better of the afternoon speaking to staff and walking through 
the refinery until we head back to his palace. Inside, Nea greets us, 


hugging her father, then me. Unsurprisingly, | haven't heard nor seen her 
mother. 

"Nea. Please tell the chef to prepare dinner. Do you like steak, Lex? You 
look like you do," perceives Saleh. 

"Yes | do," though | have to wonder even here, inside his home, if I'll be 
served camel and not cow. I've seen hundreds of camel along the roads 
and outside the palace grounds. I've seen zero cows. 

"Lex and | are going to discuss our arrangement now, dear." 

"Okay daddy, but you've had Lex all day. I'd like to spend some time with 
him tonight before we retire for the evening," she states. 

She's wearing a silk blue dress, four gold necklaces, large hoop earrings, 
and bangles on her wrists. She's painted her nails blue to match her dress. 
Her gold sandals shine like a mirrors’ image. Nea looks at me, her long 
black hair past her shoulders, her brown eyes heavy with eyeshadow and 
mascara, and says, "Don't accept the first offer, Lex. Daddy will eventually 
give you a better one." She smiles at her father, then me, then disappears 
in the hallway. 

"Come. Let's iron out a deal now, yes? Then you can go back to New 
York and boast of your time here," Saleh says, his arms spread wide. 

"| don't boast, Saleh. | prefer to keep a low profile. Business goes much 
smoother that way." 

He nods as we enter his office. Two huge Da Vinci paintings hang on the 
wall to the left of the room. In the center sits his marble desk. A Saudi 
Arabia flag hands over two wooden bookcases. | sit in a plush chair as he 
discusses the terms of the deal. We speak about the amount of oil | agree 
to purchase, which my investors will most assuredly agree to purchase 
from me (at a slightly higher rate but they'll sti// reap huge dividends from 
this, so everyone wins), as well as future contracts between us and a very 
important detail. In fact, it's the most important detail in the agreement: 

"Your satellite phone....it's not monitored, correct?" 

"Correct." 

"Good. | can have one of my associates call you before the price of my oil 
drops, so you and your people can sell, make a profit, yes?" 

This is a bit of a surprise to me. 


"That's most generous of you, Saleh. That will put me way ahead of the 
field. Way ahead. What's the catch?" 

Saleh stares at me for a moment, then replies. 

"| know men, Lex. Especially men like ourselves. | know what's inside of 
us, you understand?" 

"Yes. The lust for power, Saleh. It's what drives all great men," | state. 

"Correct. You're very keen for an American. Nea is young. Twenty-five 
years young. | understand you are two years older than her but you are 
many years wiser than her in the affairs of business." 

"Correct Saleh, but that would be because | grew up early and studied 
trading and stocks from the age of twelve, even earlier if | recall." 

"I'm not speaking about stocks, trades, trivial things such as these. I'm 
speaking about my daughter and her feelings for you. | can see in her eyes 
she has a special place for you in her heart already, which for me, is 
against my wishes. You are, after all, a Westerner." 

Thanks for the fucking insult. 

"| may be a 'Westerner’, but don't put me in the same category with the 
breed of scum you're used to seeing on television or doing business with. 
My name is Lex Wellker, Saleh, and | didn't come all this way to be 
insulted." 

| rise from my chair, knowing that I'm laying everything on the line right 
now, but also Knowing Saleh and his people respect power and look down 
upon cowardice. 

"Lex, please, sit." 

Bingo again. 

"I'll cut to the chase, as your country is so fond of saying. If you are to 
become serious with Nea, then by all means, do so. | believe a man such 
as yourself will honor her by arranging for her to come see you and for you 
to come here and see her. If not, then please let her know sooner than 
later. We are men, Lex. We deal with reasoning first, emotions /ast. Women 
deal with emotions first, last, and everything between," he smiles. 

"You have my word Saleh, if your daughter and | decide to become more 
than friends, | will arrange for travel to and from Saudi Arabia for her and 
myself." 

"Good. | feel we made great progress today. Let us celebrate tonight." 


We both stand and shake hands. The word ‘Jackpot’ doesn’t begin to 
describe what this means. His accountant will have the paperwork drawn 
up tomorrow. Perhaps his wife will be there with him as he celebrates? And 
if fo, perhaps | can pretend that while I'm eating camel that it's cow. 


After eating ‘tough steak’, | retire to my room. During dinner, little 
business was discussed. Saleh remained silent as Nea spoke about a 
wedding a friend of hers will have soon at a nearby resort. Her mother 
attended dinner, though she said very little after introductions. She has a 
voluptuous figure, long black hair, and wore an ornate gold jewelry 
headpiece with white linen clothing. Her mother's name is Sea and she 
glanced my way only once after introductions. Nea hasn't said anything 
about returning to New York and looking for an apartment to purchase. If 
she does, that could pose a problem. Especially if Karen continues to 
represent her as her realtor. But part of me believes when | go back to New 
York, that her feelings for me will lessen and that's fine with me. | got what | 
came here for: the oil. These are the things I’m thinking about when | hear 
the door to my room open. 

"Lex. Shhhhh, it's me.” 

Nea opens the ivory door, then locks it. She’s wearing a white muslin 
robe and sandals. Before | blink, the robe is discharged revealing her 
smooth, tender body, D-cup breasts, and hairless vagina. She places my 
hands on both her firm breasts. 

“This is dangerous, Nea.” 

“| know,” she says, while taking off my linen shirt and stroking my penis, 
which is already erect. She gets on her knees on the Persian rug and 
begins sucking my cock. | look at the swirling fan on the ceiling, then at the 
moon shining through the rectangular window in the room. She begins 
sucking faster and faster, stroking my penis and balls with her hand until | 
come to a massive orgasm in her mouth. Swallowing, she stands and 
walks to my bed. Spreading her legs, she says, “Jump in, Lex.” | hop on the 
bed, and begin licking her clitoris, while fingering her inside her wet vagina. 
She runs her hands through my wavy black hair, then digs her nails in the 
back of my head, until after two minutes, she has a screeching orgasm, in 


which | scoop out with my tongue and swallow. Thankfully, she covered 
most of her scream. | lick my lips, then lay next to her. 

“Nea, | think you should go back to-” 

“No, Lex. | want you inside me.” 

Getting on top of me, we kiss, our tongues meeting in the center of her 
mouth. Her long black hair touches my chest as | grab her breasts. Within 
minutes, I’m hard again. She grabs my throbbing cock, places it inside her 
moist snatch, and begins to move her hips as she sits on my penis, then 
rises and proceeds to go up and down, as | grab her firm, tan ass, and 
move it in coordination. We kiss and | gently spank her as she goes faster 
on my hard cock. She begins to bite my neck, but | pull her head back and 
kiss her. Last thing | need is a mark on the side of my neck for her father 
and everyone else to see. Not good for business. She breaks away from 
my mouth, whispering my name. 

“Fuck me, Lex. Fuck me harder....harder.....right there, baby, yes, right 
theeeerrrrrrree!” 

Her body convulses as she has another orgasm. A few seconds later, | 
shoot my huge load of semen inside her. Panting, she stays on top of me 
for a few seconds. 

“Now, aren't you glad | came by?” she smiles. 

| nod and then look towards the door. | hear footsteps outside. A moment 
later, they’re gone. If Spencer knew that Nea and | were ‘sneaking’ around, 
he’d have a week’s worth of banter material on me. 

"| wish | could stay with you tonight, but my father's housemaids look in 
on me early morning." 

"It's fine, Nea. It's best you go back." 

| walk her to the door, kiss her, and watch her walk s/euthly across the 
hall. Closing the door, | begin to think my analysis of her feelings for me 
may be a bit off. 


Conversation 


The next few days fly by. The terms of the deal between Saleh and 
myself are agreed to and signed. I'll let Bergstein know I'm leaving as soon 
as | head back to New York tomorrow. | have lunch and dinner with Nea 
and her father, but her mother does not attend. Even if the food is not to my 
liking, | finish it out of respect for Nea, Saleh, the chef, and their country. As 
I’ve said before, that's one thing Americans continually fail at: respecting 
the customs of other countries. I’m not going to fail at that. Yesterday, we 
were driven in a silver Rolls Royce to a museum, then to a private beach, 
where we went on her father’s fifty-eight foot Yacht and cruised on the 
water for a few hours. Nea and | continue to have sex each night. Last 
night, we both fell asleep afterwards. The sun's rays shining through the 
open window woke me. Nudging her off my chest, she quickly realized that 
she needed to go back to her room. Grabbing her robe and sandals, she 
left my room but was later seen by one of the housemaids. She explained 
she wanted to get some ‘fresh air’, and felt the need to do so by venturing 
outside her room. I'm sure the maid didn't believe her, but she would never 
go against her for fear of her /ife. Things operate differently over here. 

"No, daddy. | want Lex to go back in my jet." 

"| said no, Nea. He can fly first class if he likes, but the jet stays here." 

"Fine!" Nea storms off but not before her father says, "Stop! Fine, Nea. 
He can take your jet back to New York." 

"Oh, thank you, daddy!" Nea hurries to her father and hugs him. 

"How can | resist my only daughter?" 

| hear the conversation as | stand outside the room, behind the slate rock 
wall. My luggage is ready and my suits are all pressed. I'm wearing a black 
YSL suit, no tie, shirt unbuttoned, with YSL black leather shoes. | feign as if 
I'm walking towards the room as Nea sees me. 

"Come, Lex. Let me accompany you later to the airfield,” insists Nea. 

"Of course." 

"But first let's go back to your room. | will help you pack your things. Then 
we'll leave for my jet," exasperates Nea. 


She says this loud enough for her father to hear, so there will be no 
interference from him by her absence. 

Once we're In my room, | say, "I've already packed everything, Nea." 

"| Know." 

She unbuttons her white Dior blouse and quickly takes off her Chanel 
black skirt. | undress, and in less than a minute, we're on the bed having 
sex, though this time the sex differs in one way: she kisses me almost the 
whole time. | have to admit, sex with Nea is great. There's no denying that. 
We both always have multiple orgasms and there’s a passion between us 
that | cannot find words to describe. Afterwards, she lays her head on my 
chest. 

"Lex, what happens when you go back to New York? Do you want me to 
come visit you once your firm is settled?" she asks. 

It's a question | knew would be asked sooner or later. 

"Sure. I'll Keep in touch with you. You've got my satellite number. It's 
easiest to reach me there." 

"| don’t think | ever asked you this: where do you live there?" 

"| have an apartment in the Upper West Side, but I'm going to move 
closer to Midtown soon." 

"| have a realtor if you're interested. She seems nice. | think her name is 
Karen if | remember correctly." 

Bullseye Wellker, straight through your heart. 

"No thanks, Nea. | have my own," | lie. 

"Maybe | could stay with you once you're settled. That is, if you don't 
mind." 

"That would be fine with me. Like | said, I'll Keep you informed," | state, 
wanting to change the subject. 

"I'm going to miss you, Lex. I've never felt the way | do about you for any 
man before." She looks at me with her brown eyes, her long eyelashes 
closing as we Kiss. 

"I'll miss you, as well. | think we should get dressed. And Nea? Thanks 
for letting me fly back in your jet." 

"Of course, Lex. Of course." 

| Know what Nea wants me to say but I'm at a crossroads as to whether 
to say it. Normally, in the movies, the main character (which coincidentally 


would be moi) uses the woman till he gets what he needs, then dumps her 
and either winds up losing everything in the end or winds up dead, 
sometimes both. | may be egotistical, but I'm also very intelligent. I'm not 
interested in fucking this up for some innate thrill. I'm interested in keeping 
the deal with Saleh in place with peace between us. 

“And I've never felt the way | do now about you towards any other 
woman, Nea. | tru/y mean that.” 


We're standing on the runway, the engines of her jet humming. 
Thankfully, her friend's wedding is next week and Nea is the Maid of 
Honour. Elsewise, I'm sure she'd be flying back with me and she would 
most definitely be a distraction that | do not need. There's much work to be 
done as soon as I'm back in New York. 

"Lex, though | know you have much business to discuss once you're in 
New York, please call me when you land," she says, her arms wrapped 
around my neck. 

"You're right about business, but I'll find time to call you," | state. 

The pilot waits inside, my luggage loaded, the engines running, the wind 
blowing her hair and some of mine. As we hold each other and | look in 
Nea's eyes, | know what she's going to say. 

"| love you, Lex." 

"| love you too, Nea." 

There's a saying on Wall Street that acknowledges you as one of the top 
traders in the industry: BSD, otherwise known as Big Swinging Dick. Out of 
all those swinging dicks, I'm now the biggest. 


Falling Skies 


It's the middle of October. | was in Saudi Arabia for nine days. Sitting in 
the jet, | look outside the window at the cloudy sky and know I'm in New 
York without being told from the pilot. In Saudi Arabia, not one day did the 
sun not shine. Here, you're lucky if you see the sun once a month. After a 


smooth landing at JFK (that's about the only thing that goes smooth at that 
airport) | grab my luggage, thank the pilot, and exit. A limousine pulls up 
next to me on the runway. 

"Mr. Wellker? Compliments of Nea Sady," the tall driver with a mustache 
says. 

After loading my bags in the trunk, | listen to the news on the radio. As 
soon as | hear it, | Know opportunity rises. I've just struck gold twice in one 
month. 

"-the airliner has no comment as to how this happened. One hundred and 
thirty-five people were killed when the JetLing aircraft nosedived into 
surrounding mountains. No more information is being given at this time. For 
News Radio, I'm-" 

Turning off the dial, | take out my satellite phone from my Rossi Viren 
briefcase and call Wally, my contact in Japan. | met Wally back in Harvard. 
He works in Japan and trades for a firm out there and for me when | want 
him to. 

"Wally? It's Lex. What's the line on JetLing Airlines now?" 

"Hey, Lex. Stock's plummeting faster than a quickie at a whore house." 

"| like it already. What's your quote?" 

"15 %. It opened at 93 % before the-" 

"Wait till it hits single digits and then buy me everything you can, you 
hear?" 

"Sure thing, Lex. Hey, Lex. | heard you bought home insurance back in 
'85 for Mexico City a day before the earthquake," he jokes. 

"Whatever, wiseass. Just remember: buy me everything. I'll make it worth 
it to you." 

"Sure thing, Lex." 

Hanging up, a smile comes across my face. By the end of the month, I'll 
have bagged two elephants. A thought occurs to me: | haven't thought of 
Karen once since leaving New York and staying in Saudi Arabia. The only 
time her name came through my mind is when Nea mentioned it. I'll deal 
with her eventually. She should be at work now since it's Wednesday, just 
after nine am, which gives me time to drop my luggage off in peace. | tip 
the driver and the doorman opens the door for me. I've gotta move into 
Midtown and since Karen has been zero help, I'll find a place myself, and 


soon, and without her. | place my luggage in the corner of my apartment 
near the door, strip, shower, and get dressed. I'm wearing a black wool 
Valentino suit with Prada shoes. While in the cab on the way to see 
Bergstein and give him my notice, my satellite phone rings. 

"Lex? Wally. | bought you everything." 

"How much and at what cost?" 

"Backwards: 9 %, and everything | could get. Congratulations, Lex. You're 
now the majority shareholder in JetLing Airlines. If it were anyone else, I'd 
second guess this, but it's you." 

"Wally, you're a sonofabitch, but you're my sonofabitch. Check your 
account tomorrow morning." 

Hanging up, | can hardly contain my smile. Once the investigation is over 
and restrictions are lifted, the stock will rise like the sun and once it does, I'll 
dump it all. Every fucking share. I’m almost tapped out on my funds with 
this purchase but as soon as those oil contracts sart coming through, I'll 
have much more than I'll ever need. Short-term, of course. Traffic in 
Midtown from 42nd Street till 14th Street, with the normal ‘construction’ 
delays, adds time to the fare. Forty-five minutes later, I'm finally getting out 
of the cab at Wall Street. Just another normal Wednesday in New York City. 
My satellite phone rings and I'm sure it's Nea. 

"Hi, baby. Abran told my father the flight went smooth?" 

"Yes, it did. He's a fine pilot. I'm standing outside of my work building, 
Nea. I've got a lot on my plate today and this week," | say as car horns 
honk in the street, the traffic light changes from red to green, and no cars 
move forward. 

“| apologize for not calling, but | made a big stock purchase as soon as | 
landed,” | truthfully state. 

"It’s fine, honey. | Know you're busy. Call me when you can. Love you." 

"As do |, Nea." 

| hang up and enter the atrium, then take the elevator to my floor, which is 
also Bergstein’s floor. 

"Hi, Lex!" 

"Is Bergstein in his office, Betty?" 

"| believe so. How was Saudi Arabia?" 

"Hot in more ways than one," | smirk. 


| Knock on Bergstein’s door and he signals for me to enter as he speaks 
on the phone. He's sitting at his desk on his cordless phone wearing a 
beige suit. His balding head has a few more sun spots on it than last | saw 
him. 

"| know, | Know, I'm sorry, but my hands are tied, Bill. All right." Hanging 
up, he stares at me for a few seconds before speaking. 

"Spencer and Brewster gave me their notice /Jast week. | assume you're 
here to do the same," he asks, placing his prescription glasses on his desk. 

"Yes, but | wanted to share something with you first. It's an opportunity for 
us to do business together down the road. You did hire me and because of 
that, | want to let you in on a deal | just did this morning." 

"I'm listening," he says, leaning back in his chair. 

"I'm the sole owner of JetLing Airlines. | bought over a quarter of a million 
shares this morning at the lowest price you'll ever see," | grin, as | sit 
across from him. 

"You did what?" Bergstein asks with amazement as he leans forward. 

"Bought a quarter of a million shares of JetLing Airlines. The price was 
too good to pass up. | cleaned out everyone. The Japs, the Brits, and 
everyone stateside. Heck, even some schmuck in India sold me his last two 
hundred and fifty shares," | boast. 

"But why? Why would you-" 

"Because once this blows over, JetLing will come back more productive 
than ever. Think of how much these shares will be two, maybe three 
months from now. I'm poised to make a killing when they do rise. The 
airline isn’t going to fold. They've been around too long to let a small thing 
like this shut them down." 

“A ‘small thing? Lex, a hundred and thirty-five people lost their lives. You 
consider that a small thing?" he asks, as if he’s in some sort of dignified 
trance. 

"I'm thinking ahead. Once the FCC lifts restrictions on them, the-" 

"Get out. Get out of my office now, Lex. And clean out your desk on your 
way out." 

"What do you mean 'clean-" 


"Exactly what it sounds like, Lex. You're through with this firm, you hear? 
Through!" Bergstein rises from his chair, his old, withered hands turning to 
fists. 

"In my fifty years of trading, I've never met someone as heartless, as 
soulless, as you. If you were around during the holocaust, you'd have 
bought shares in Zyklon B! Now get out! | never want to see your face 
around here again!" Bergstein points toward his door and | slowly walk 
towards it but instead of leaving, | turn and speak. 

"Tell me, Bergstein. What's the difference in buying shares of JetLing 
Airlines after an accident compared to say, buying shares of Paulsen Corp., 
taking over that steel company, firing one thousand employees, and then 
selling said company to a capitalist corporation, and pocketing a profit for 
yourself of over sixty million dollars? You don't think that decision ruined 
any of those people's lives? | recently found out about that small, 
meaningless business deal while | visited Saudi Arabia. You don't think any 
of those employees jumped off a building after putting in years of hard work 
only to lose their jobs without notice? Don't believe me? Check your 
sources. Two jumped, one woman slit her wrists, and another died of an 
overdose. Let's not be hypocrites, here. You love money as much as me. In 
fact, if my history at your firm has taught me anything, I’d say you love it a 
bit more than | do," | state. 

"Out! Get out of here now, you bastard!" 

Before leaving, | turn to him and say, "Just remember | gave you an 
opportunity to do business together. | never ask twice." 

"Out! Now!" he shouts and points, his body shaking from adrenaline. 

There's nothing in my office | need. Unlike the unfortunate moronic 
majority traders who leave important items at their desk till their last day 
and fumble through said items as security watches over them, | already 
grabbed the only thing | needed: my client book and any relevant computer 
data related to them. Bergstein thinks he's above everyone, that he's 
untouchable. He'll soon find out he's not. | leave the building without saying 
a word to anyone. Hailing a cab at the corner, | take it to 1st Avenue and 
have drinks at Tonnion's with Carrington from Merrill. I'm going to need 
more traders when business starts and he's game. It's after 9:30pm by the 
time | enter my apartment complex. Slowly opening the door, | unlock my 


luggage. | take out the paperwork with the deal between Saleh and myself 
and place it inside the safe behind the Sony television. There's an empty 
bottle of cheap red wine, Merlot, laying on the glass table in the living room. 
The bedroom door is open and Karen is passed out. Lucky me. | take a 
quick shower, and slide in the bed. She's out cold. A few minutes later, so 
am |. 


Morning 


| wake up, my body exhausted from the trip, from the adrenaline running 
out. I'll call Nea later to ensure her father knows I’m still active in his 
daughter’s life. The last thing | want is a last minute change to our deal 
based upon my inability to maintain a ‘semi-relationship’ with his daughter. | 
just have to remember the time difference is eight hours ahead in Saudi 
Arabia. | hear the hair dryer turn off in the bathroom. It’s 8:30am. Looks like 
Karen slept in late, too. | walk to the kitchen and pour myself a glass of 
orange juice. Karen walks in wearing only a towel. 

“What time did you get in?” she asks, as | sit in my white Polo trunks on a 
brown chair, drinking my orange juice. 

“Late.” 

“| heard from Brewster’s girlfriend you went to Saudi Arabia? How'd you 
manage that, Lex?” 

I’m surprised Karen is being so calm. | thought the moment | was awake 
she'd begin screaming and bitching as usual. 

“| managed to find the direct line to Saleh from a contact,” | lie. 

“| just find it a bit odd that you did everything so fast,” she says, leaning 
against the wall. 

“You know | move quick, Karen. | would've called but-” 

She raises her hand and says, “Cut the bullshit, Lex. | Know your 
business comes before me. Did you manage to strike a deal while you 
were there? And where did you stay?” 

“Yes | did and | stayed at a hotel in the city of Dhahran, if you must know.” 


“And your whole trip had nothing to do with Nea?” 

“Nea? The woman | asked you to give me her number? No.” 

She walks into the room, sits on the black and white satin comforter on 
the bed, and looks out the window. Since she hasn't blown up at me, it 
means one of three things: 

1. She actually believes me (doubtful) 

2. She’s taking anti-depressant pills again (highly likely) 

3. She’s been seeing someone else, so the pain or hurt isn’t as bad as it 
should be (likely) 

| sit next to her, massaging her shoulders. 

“| just don’t know if i can do this anymore, Lex. You trapezing around the 
world whenever you want, never calling, never giving me the respect | 
deserve. You could've said something to me.” 

“How? | didn’t have time. Once | made contact with one of Saleh’s men 
through the firm, | booked a ticket and spilt,” | lie again. 

“| just don’t know anymore....| just don’t think | can do this anymore.” 

She's visibly upset now, her hand on her face, as tears swell in her eyes. 
Time to go to work. 

“Karen, you know Wall Street never slows down, never sleeps. That’s 
why | bought the satellite phone, so | can stay ahead of the game. This 
deal | brokered in Saudi Arabia is going to make me rich, Karen. Rich in 
less than a couple of days.” 

“You, Lex? Just you? What about me? What about ‘us’?” 

“You know what | mean. Don't try and play the blame game with me, 
Karen. It doesn’t work.” 

“That's the problem, Lex. | know exactly what you mean.” 

| begin to kiss her shoulders as she tries to shrug me off. | wipe away the 
tears coming down her cheeks and begin kissing her. Within minutes, we’re 
having sex. As we have intercourse, | remember a space on 5th Avenue | 
saw in Realtor’s Weekly before my trip. Spencer knows a few realtors. I'll 
give him a call at the office and have lunch with him and Brewster today. 
We can discuss it then. 

“That was wonderful, Lex.” 

“Yes it was, Karen. Yes it was.” 

“Why can't it be like this between us all the time?” 


“You know why it can’t. Your drinking has a lot to-” 

“My drinking doesn’t entail me hopping on a plane flying thousand of 
miles to broker some oil deal,” she whines, as she sits up against the bed 
rest. 

“Look, it’s been this way between us almost from the beginning. Two 
years, Karen. Almost two years. Why do you think things will change?” | 
ask. 

“| guess I’m just a hopeless romantic at heart, Lex.” 

“Sure, Karen. Sure.” 


Le Perigord 


“| heard there's this club over on Madison Avenue that the only way you 
can obtain membership is if they extend it to you," informs Spencer. 

"And just how do they do that? What do you have to do? Kill someone?" 
questions Brewster. 

"Hey, you said it, | didn't. Lex, inquiring minds want to know: what did you 
do first in Saudi Arabia? Pump the oil or pump the girl?" grins Spencer, 
sticking his index finger through a circle in his hand. 

"You're all class, Spence,” | state. 

“Don’t mind him, Lex. Spence actually rode the subway today. Can you 
believe it?” adds Brewster. 

“First and /ast time for me, gentlemen. There was a homeless man 
shaking his tin can, expecting a handout no less, some Black kid 
pretending to sell chocolate bars for an imaginary cause, five Mexicans all 
playing one banjo and two Blacks breakdancing, which was mildly 
entertaining, and this all happened before the first stop. Can you believe 
it?” he grins. “Seriously, you the only way to find a cab during morning rush 
hour in this city is to buy a Medallion to own one yourself,” he continues. 

“What happened to the company car? Bergstein remove it already?” | 
ask. 


“Cheap bastard sure did. The same afternoon Brewie and me gave our 
notice. | figure I'll clean my desk out tomorrow while Brewster is doing the 
same.” 

“Yeah, there’s no reason to outlive our usefulness there, seeing as we 
both already have,” chuckles Brewster. He’s wearing a dark blue Calvin 
Klein wool suit with pinstripes and Spencer is wearing a Karl Lagerfeld 
black Bespoke wool suit. They’ve got nothing on my dark grey Giorgio 
Armani wool suit. Brewster’s wavy hair is slicked aimlessly and Spence’s 
blonde hair is slicked back. 

“| wrote down some figures this morning for the both of you. You'll see 
how much the firm should realistically bring in by the end of the year." 

| fling the paper for Bewster to catch. He and Spencer can hardly contain 
their joy while they look at it. 

“Those numbers are jow compared to what the real figures should be if 
you get all your clients to start buying oil. | already know you both have 
your client books. | want you to start calling them tonight, tomorrow, asap. | 
promised Saleh contract orders minimum, 100,000 barrels." 

"You want the heavy hitters, eh?" 

"Yes, Brewster. You and Spence call your clients with the rate Saleh gave 
me, then do the math, tell them the average dividends they'll receive at the 
end of each month. Low ball the number so when it comes in higher, they'll 
be salivating to buy more barrels." 

"We like it, Lex. I'll get started later. I've got some big boys lined up 
already," boasts Brewster. 

"I've got /ots of big boys lined up too," quips Spencer. There's no need to 
tell either of them about the JetLing Airlines stock purchase. At least, not 
yet. 

"Spence, do you have any contacts in real estate that can sell me this 
space on 5th Avenue, between 43rd and 44th Street? Perhaps, cut me 
some slack on the fees?” 

| slide the paper with the space across the white tablecloth. A waiter 
finally arrives to take our orders. 

“Actually, | do. There’s this guy Tom, whom | /ent some of the finest 
Bolivian marching powder to, he can show you the space. He had his nose 
so far in the stuff | thought | was going to have to ree/ him out,” he grins. 


| put my hand up for the waiter to wait for our orders. We waited for fifteen 
minutes. Now it’s his turn. 

“You should lay off that stuff, Spence. A little bit here and there to keep 
you up all hours when business is calling, sure. But it’s not something I'd 
recommend doing daily.” 

“Lex, who said anything about daily? | just enjoy powdering my nose 
every other day,” he replies. 

“Suit yourself, Spence. I'll have a Johnnie Walker Black, rocks.” 

“Make that two,” informs Brewster. 

“| guess I’m the odd man out again. Grey Goose, rocks.” 

Once the dipshit waiter leaves, | begin telling Spencer and Brewster 
about Nea, her father, and the smai/ dilemma | could be in if she decides to 
buy an apartment in New York. Both, as always, are no loss for words. 

"Okay, okay. Let me get this straight, Lex. You're concerned that a 
beautiful Arab girl, who lets you fuck her, who buys you things, whose 
father is a billionaire oil tycoon thirty times over,-" 

"Three hundred times over," | interrupt. 

"Probably more than that, who wants to see you, who doesn't ask 
personal questions, is going to distract you from business? Am / the only 
one missing something here?" assumes Brewster, raising his arms. 

"| can't afford any distractions, Brewster. | want to run the stock market. | 
want every fucking oil trade to come through me," | state. 

"Lex, babe, you're not Nasdaq. And where does the lovely Karen fit into 
all this?" inquires Spencer. 

"That's exactly what I'm getting at, Spence," | point out. "We shouldn't be 
having a fucking round table discussion on my love life. We should be-" 

"So it is love, Lex," jests Spencer. 

"Lex, just one question: how can | have your problems?" laughs Brewster. 

"You know what | mean Spencer, and Brewster, you aren't capable of 
having my 'problems'." 

"Ouch," Brewster says, waving his hand. 

"Look, women make men weak and | can’t afford any distractions at the 
moment. I’m making moves to ensure my future success, gents.” 

“Our future success, Lex,” assumes Spencer. 


“Call it however you like, either way, Nea or Karen add up to variables 
and | do not like variables.” 

“Can't fault you there, Lex. Neither do my clients,” chuckles Brewster. 

“I'll have to make a choice about this dilemma of women in my life, but till 
then, my sole focus is on getting the firm up and running as efficiently, 
quickly, and smoothly as possible.” 

The waiter brings our drinks and we order our appetizers and entrees 
because Spencer is paranoid it'll take an hour for someone to come by and 
ask for our dinner choices. Can't say | don't agree. There isn't an empty 
table and there's a /ine outside the restaurant, as patrons wait to be seated 
as customers leave. Thursday night begins the weekend rush in the NYC 
nightlife scene. Spencer has the Dill Gravlax with Fennel Salad and Pink 
Peppercorn. His entrée is Calf's Liver with Shallots. Brewster orders the 
Watercress Soup and Veal Kidney with Mustard Sauce. | have the Salmon 
with Corn Muffin, followed by the Filet Mignon with Sauce Perigourdine. 
After discussing business and finishing our appetizers, our entrées arrive 
with drink refills. My steak is almost perfect. A dime-sized amount on the 
side is charred. 

"Bergstein’s going to retire at the end of the year. He has no heirs and his 
wife has been long deceased, which means his shares of the company will 
go to the majority holders. I'm going to try and buy him out before that 
happens." 

| chug my Johnnie Walker rocks as Spencer and Brewster think about 
what | just said. 

"He'll never sell to you, Lex." 

"He'll have no choice, Brewster. I'm going to s/owly make private offers to 
his shareholders, one by one. Trust me: they'll sell, and then he'll sell." 

"If you say so, Lex. Still, | think Brewster's right. | can't see Bergstein 
selling you his stake." 

"| guess it's a good thing | take advice from no one,” | state, chugging my 
whiskey. 

We finish our meal, decline dessert, but keep drinking. 

Spence comes back from the men's room wiping his nose. 

"| just had a lovely conversation with the bathroom attendant about how 
ridiculously overpriced New York is," he says, pulling his chair out to sit. 


"Did you at least tip the poor bastard,?" inquires Brewster. 

"Of course. One whole dollar." 

We chuckle as Spencer continues. 

"| said it's like those black cars. You overpay for the convenience of one. 
Shit, you overpay for a yellow cab, too. Thankfully, there's only two car 
services here. Could you imagine if there were more? How fucking 
cluttered would that make the city?" asks Spencer. 

"Never happen, Spence," adds Brewster, shaking his head. 

"Oh, /'m sure it will, Brewster. Never count out the amount of bureaucratic 
assholes that currently inhabit our less than /ovely city," he says, sipping his 
drink. 

"It's time for me to leave, gents." 

| rise, pull out my black Armani wallet, and toss three hundred dollars on 
the table. 

"That should cover at /east the appetizers," | grin. 

"Hey, Lex. Why leave so early?" asks Spencer. 

"Busy day tomorrow, Spence. I'm going to check with your guy and see if 
he can show me that space." 

"Make sure he offers you a discount, Lex. My friendship doesn't come 
cheap," he smiles. 

"Talk soon, gentlemen." 

| walk past the mirrors, the gold cushion roundabouts, the vases with 
flowers, the oval lights shining on me, as | zigzag through the maze of 
tables while men in suits and women in dresses laugh and smile, as if they 
have not a care in the world. 


New Territories 


"Well? What do you think?" Tom asks, the realtor Spencer recommended. 

| stand in a bare office looking outside a huge rectangular window that 
oversees the city. 

"I'll take it. The whole floor." 


"The uh, whole floor?" His eyebrows rise as he touches his brown 
cropped hair. He's wearing a grey Missoni suit with dark brown Ferragamo 
shoes. 

"Yes, but at the discount Spencer told me." I'm wearing a light grey YSL 
suit and brown Bruno Magli shoes. 

"And what discount did that old rascal mention?" he investigates. 

Good question considering | have no idea. 

"How about you tell me and I'll tell you if it's correct?" | counter. 

He mumbles something then speaks loudly, and | agree to the terms, 
which are surprisingly better than | had thought they would be. No use 
negotiating when something is already good. 

"One more thing: can you show me something in the 60's? Maybe 
between Park and Lexingtion? I'm looking to move fast and into something 
elegant." 

Tom puts his index finger on his chin, paces in a circle around the 
enormous office space, then says, "I've got something you'll just Jove in the 
60's right on 5th Avenue. A perfect view of Central Park." 

Of course 5th Avenue. A swindler he is. 

"You don't say. Sure, Tom. Why not? Let's go." 

| begin walking as Tom says,"You mean right now? You just agreed to this 
space." 

"| move fast, Tom. Or didn’t Spence tell you that?" 

"If only all of Spencer’s friends were as affluent as you," he smirks. 

We take a black car to the first of two apartments he has available. 
Thoughts rattle through my brain as we sit in traffic: Last night, Karen was 
asleep when | came home. She left early this morning. No conversation 
with her is good conversation. Fine by me. Though it's only been a few 
days since last | saw Nia, | feel distant from her. Maybe she feels the 
same? If so, it would make her father and I's deal go much smoother, with 
me not being concerned about his daughter in any way. After arriving at 
and entering the first apartment, | know it’s the only one | need to see. It's 
huge, has seven rooms, is on the top floor, has its own terrace, and is high 
enough for me to see past Central Park with the Hudson River in the 
distance. 

"Now, this other one over on-" 


"No," | interrupt. "I'll take this and I'll begin moving immediately." 

"Well, looks like | can take the rest of the month off," he sneers. 

“Let's finalize everything before noon. I’ve got a few business calls | have 
to make.” 

On the way to his office, | call Wally and check the price of JetLing 
Airlines. The stock has risen to 15 %. It’s nowhere near where | want it to 
be. As majority shareholder, there’s a few conference calls I'll have to 
chime in on, but nothing overshadowing the oil with Saleh. After all, who 
really wants to deal with an airline company in the middle of clean-up 
duties, with their airline, planes, and with their image? It'll take time, but 
when it’s over, that stock will soar like a fucking rocket going into space. 
After signing the paperwork and getting an extended credit loan for the 
office lease and the apartment (which I'll purchase outright as soon as | 
have the money in hand), | go home and check my personal Quotron 
computer for oil prices, as well as other commodities. Knowing that my 
clients are beginning to purchase contracts in excess of 100,000 barrels of 
oil through my firm, | call Nea, since | have a few minutes | consider ‘down 
time’. 

“Nea, it’s Lex.” I’m expecting her to say perhaps she’s busy again, she 
can't talk now, something to allude to the fact the ‘newness’ of what we had 
is over. 

“Hi, honey. | miss you, Lex. | want to see you after the wedding. Is that 
fine with you?” 

“Sure, Nea. We'll have to plan on a date. | just purchased a new 
apartment and signed a ten year lease with options on a new office space 
in Midtown. Things are happening fast, which is exactly the way | like them 
to.” 

"That's great, baby. | have a surprise for you but | want to tell you in 
person." 

"| usually don't like surprises but I'm sure this is one I'll enjoy," | state, with 
caution. 

“The wedding is in a few days. Call me when you can, baby. | love you." 

Hesitating, | reply, "Love you, too." 

Hanging up, | realize | have to change gears in regards to my 
‘relationships’, and change gears soon. | cannot hesitate making decisions, 


regardless if it's business or women. Karen comes through the door, throws 
her Longchamp bag on the couch, walks into the kitchen, and pours herself 
a glass of wine. Watching her is like watching a repeat episode of a 
‘functional alcoholic’. 

"| got the office space | wanted. It's right on-" 

"You always get what you want, Lex," she says, staring at her glass. Her 
nails are red and she's wearing a brown headband on the top of her 
forehead. Her C-cup breasts are perky through her brown silk blouse. 

"Bad day at the office?" | ask. 

She ignores me so | walk towards her. 

"You got your new office, what's next?" she asks as she sips her wine. 

"Funny you should ask that. /‘m moving into an apartment across from 
Central Park." 

"You’re moving? What about me? What about ‘us’?” 

“What about ‘us’, Karen? It’s the same old story: you come home, start 
drinking, we talk, we argue, you pass out. That hasn't happened tonight but 
it will,” | foresee. 

“You never slow down, do you Lex? Never take time to ask me how I'm 
doing or what | want in this-" 

"Cut the bullshit, Karen. What is it you really want to know?" | inquire. 

"We've been together, what, two years now, Lex? And what have we 
accomplished together? Nothing. Not a fucking thing." She takes off her 
Barney's Auburn blazer and sits in the couch, sipping her wine. 

"That's your fault, Karen. | asked for your assistance with contacting 
Saleh and | asked you if you could find me office space, and you declined 
both matters. Don't push your negative bullshit on me," | state. 

"I'd never do that to the 'great' Lex Wellker," she jests. 

"You're drunk, Karen. Again." 

"What do you mean you're moving into an apartment near Central Park? 
Those oil orders came through already? And am | coming with you?" She 
looks away, grinning. She's trying to bait me into another argument. It's how 
most drunks function. 

"| think it's best you stay here for awhile. The lease is paid up till the end 
of the year. That gives us a couple months to figure things out." 


"Figure what out? Us? You don't give a shit about anyone other than 
yourself, Lex." 

| grab my Ferragamo black leather trench coat and head for the door. | 
need to breathe in the cold air outside and clear my head. The longer | stay 
here, the worse things will become. 

"I'm getting dinner. I'll bring you back some /eftovers." 

As | close the door, | hear the wine glass shatter against it, as Karen 
yells, "Fuck you and your leftovers! I'm not one of your asshole friends who 
parade around you and feed your ego and-" 


Morning comes and Karen, like most drunks, is a/most oblivious to the 
conversation we had last night. Selective memory or not, the wine stains on 
the door and carpet haven't jogged her memory nor does the broken glass 
in the trash. 

“Two appointments today. One on the Upper East Side, the other on the 
Lower East Side. | really don't like showing anything on the LES. There’s a 
few bad areas there.” 

She finishes her orange juice, the sun’s rays shining on her slightly pale 
skin through the small kitchen window and washes her hands. 

“Do you remember anything we spoke about last night?” | question. 

“Lex, | was tired. | don’t remember much. Wait....did you say you bought 
a new apartment?” she asks, turning to look at me. 

“Yes. Across from Central Park.” 

She hugs me and says, “That’s great! | Know how much you've wanted to 
move out of this one. It is small and a bit cramped in here if I’m honest. 
What's the new one like? How many rooms does it have?” 

She’s completely clueless, remembers nothing, and is about to go to 
work, which means | can remind her about last night, or | can just bypass 
the eventual tears and argument, and tell her later. | choose the latter. 

“You should get going. We'll talk later.” 

“I’m so happy, Lex! A new apartment near Central Park! It sounds 
wonderful.” 


Grabbing her Chanel black leather handbag, she walks to the door, sees 
the red wine stains, shrugs, and then asks, “By the way: who was the 
realtor you used?” 

“Gentleman by the name of Tom that Spencer recommended.” 

“Good ‘ol, Spencer. | suppose he does have his uses. Talk later, baby.” 

She blows me a kiss then leaves. | dial a moving company phone 
number, then hang up. Fuck it. She can keep most of the items here. | 
really don’t give a shit. | check my Quotron computer for stock updates. | 
call Brewster, then Spencer. Both have been awake for hours talking with 
clients from here and in England selling them oil contracts. | will admit, 
when those two are on their game, there’s no one better at selling stocks or 
contracts other than myself. After calling a few clients myself, Karen calls 
on the landline. 

“Lex. | had a wonderful idea. Let’s celebrate your oil deal, your new office 
space and the new apartment. Dinner tonight, | pay. How about it?” 

| pause, consider the alternatives, then agree. 

“Sure.” 

“Okay great. Meet me eight o'clock tonight at The Brasserie. See you 
then.” 

| drop and do one hundred push-ups in sets of twenty, to take the edge 
off me so | can concentrate. I'll wait till after dinner to tell Karen that we 
need time apart. | don’t mind playing the ‘bad’ guy. In fact, as time goes on, 
| won't be ‘playing’ it. I'll be ‘it’. I’m sick of treating people like Karen as if 
they’re some coddling young child. These are the same people that will 
fuck you first chance they get and change in a completely different manner 
in a blink of an eye. I’ve always said I’d rather do business with a ruthless 
bastard than a ‘nice’ guy. The ruthless bastard will male no qualms, no 
smoke screen about fucking you when he can. The nice guy? He'll fuck you 
with his friends, use his family members to bleed you dry, then suck up the 
remaining blood in a fucking test tube. It’s better to be realistic than live ina 
world that is completely fantasy. | trust no one. 


"Lex, it's Wally. Did you have your phone turned off? I've been calling you 
on your satellite phone, but nada." 


"Yeah, Wally. Karen wanted to celebrate the oil deal, among other things, 
so we went to a restaurant to celebrate. | promised her I'd keep my phone 
turned off during dinner. What's up?" 

"That's what I've been calling you about. There's a new tech stock, and | 
know how much you believe that shit is going to be the future, well the 
stock went global this morning. It's a chip they're gonna use for the next 
generation of computers. It opened-" 

"Fuck! How much and what's left?" | ask, pacing back and forth. 

"35 %. You ever hear of a guy called Benjamin Craine?" 

"Yeah. We go back some years. He’s got his own firm on Wall Street. 
Why?" 

"He's been buying up as much as he can, but | got a couple of your 
Japanese investors holding some shares for you. Apparently you sold them 
some of that rich oil recently. | guess favors go far with them." 

I'm pacing, running my hand through my black hair. 

Karen enters the bedroom drying her hair with a towel. 

"Buy it all now, Wally. As much as you can." 

"You got it, Lex." 

"Fuck! Fucking Craine," | say, hanging up. 

Karen sits on the bed. 

"It's midnight, Lex. Who were you-" 

"It's not midnight in Japan, Karen. It's two pm. That was Wally. | told you 
money does not sleep." | toss the satellite phone on the floor. Karen stands 
up. 

"Okay, can you for once just turn it off, Lex? For one night?" 

"No Karen, | can't. You wouldn’t understand. | need to keep going, | have 
to keep going. Others do, so | have to. Wally was calling about a new tech 
stock. I'm getting some shares, but not as many as | hoped. Someone else 
beat me to the punch because | had my phone turned off." | stare out the 
small bedroom window, looking into the darkness. 

"Oh, so that's it? You're sorry about the dinner? Only you could ruin this 
night, Lex." 

Karen sits on the bed, her hand on her face. 

"Karen, | didn't say that." 

Sitting next to her, | begin running my hand through her damp hair. 


"You didn't have to, Lex. | know you and | know how much business 
means to you. Nothing or no one else can compete against business with 
you, Lex." 

Turning to me, she continues. "It's the only thing you've ever truly loved." 

She's right. 

"You shouldn't say that. It's not true, Karen." 

Before | begin to lie more, | kiss her. She kisses me and we have sex. As 
she's on her knees bent over and as | pound her wet vagina, | can't help 
thinking about how much stock | could've had if | had my phone turned on. 


Lusty Willow’s 


It's Wednesday night, November ‘st, and I'm sitting in a booth with 
Spencer, Brewster, and Carrington. It didn't occur to me last night while 
Karen and | had dinner at The Brasserie it was the last day of October. 
That explains the stupid costumes we saw people wear walking in the 
streets. Sometimes | think I'm foo removed from reality. The days and 
nights seem to run hand in- 

"Hello? Lex? Are you in there somewhere?" Spencer jokes, pointing to 
his head. "Did someone spike your drink? Seriously, / should know. I've 
done that to a number of people," he laughs. Spencer is wearing a blue 
Versace suit with a light blue Versace silk button down shirt and no tie. His 
blue Versace crocodile shoes look perfect for this occasion. 

"No, Spence. Just lost in my thoughts. That's all. Just thinking about a 
few small things. | don’t like any down time,” | admit, sipping my Jack rocks. 

“If you Call this down time, I'd love to see what you consider up time,” 
states Carrington. He’s wearing a black wool Gianfranco Ferre suit with 
Armani shoes. 

“Lex lives in the fast lane, Carrington. You'll soon get used to his phone 
calls at a// hours of the night, inquiring about this stock, that stock, this 
client, that client. In fact, you'll probably realize that cocaine is the only 
friend you need to keep up with Lex,” Brewster says, as he tugs on the 


lapels of his grey wool Hugo Boss suit. You can see your reflection in his 
black Hugo Boss leather lace-up shoes. 

“Gotta stay on top, gentlemen. If not, your enemies will crush you,” | 
state, as a dancer comes by our table and sits on Spencer’s lap. 

“| still can't believe we got in ahead of the line outside. | mean, it's /iterally 
down the fucking block,” says Carrington. 

“Spence knows the owner,” | reveal. 

“Really? What's his name?” Carrington inquires. 

“You're not going to believe me if | tell you. He won't, right honey?” 
alludes Spencer to the stripper, who shakes her head in agreement. 

“C'mon, Spencer. Tell him,” demands Brewster. 

“Oh, all right. His name is Vlad.” 

“Vlad? As in, ‘Vlad the Impaler’?” assumes Carrington, leaning forward. 

“As in, ‘Vlad, | am Dracula’,” Spencer says, raising his arms and showing 
his white teeth in a mocking gesture. 

“No shit?” asks Carrington, looking my way. 

“No shit,” | respond. 

Spencer, his forehead perspiring from the stagnant air in the club, grins at 
the dancer on his lap. 

“Honey, | have a question for you. Wait, do | have to tip you something to 
ask?” he smiles. 

The dancer, dark skin, black hair and eyes, perky breasts, wearing a 
silver bra, panties, and high heels, responds, “It depends on what the 
question is, honey.” 

Spencer chugs his Stoli vodka, places the glass on a wet napkin, and 
asks, “What’s your opinion on apartheid? Do you think the United States 
should send troops to Africa and assist the oppressed or do you think we 
should stay out of it, being that it's another country and we should respect 
their culture, no matter how fucked up it is?” he grins. 

“Well, | think like, you know, we should help poor people here and there,” 
she answers, as she runs her hand through her thick hair. 

“But that would raise our deficit by what Brewster, trillions more?” 

“Something like that, Spence.” 

The dancer, not amused by the line of conversation, looks at the four of 
us, and asks, “Do any of you want a lap dance? Cause if not, I’Il-” 


“I'll take you in the back, sweetie.” 

Spencer grabs her by her wrist and walks towards the seedy back room. 
Music from Kool and The Gang blasts through the speakers as dim lights 
hide the tired eyes of the dancers and the rift raft that sits near the stage, 
watching the girls swing around poles, strut their bodies, and tug at their 
g-strings for dollar bills. 

“What do you think Spence does with the women in the private rooms?” 
inquires Brewster. 

“Who cares, Brewster? Listen, | think this may be the last time we hang 
out like this, at least, for the time being. I’ve gotta start moving my things 
into the new apartment and Nia is coming to visit after my quick trip to 
Georgia,” | state, as a waitress, blonde hair, brown eyes, takes our glasses 
and brings us refills within three minutes. 

“You're attending that International Trade Conference, right?” asks 
Carrington. His brown hair is slicked back and his eyebrows look as though 
they've been plucked recently, but not in a good way. 

“Yes, Carrington. It’s good for business to spread the word about the firm 
amongst the attendees. There’s going to be some new recruits from the 
neighboring Wall Street firms there. If | can spot a few ‘winners’, I’m sure I'll 
be able to persuade them to come over and join us.” 

Lunch with Benjamin Craine tomorrow, then Georgia, then back here. 
Nea will be coming soon which means I've got to get out of that fucking 
apartment | let Karen stay at, even if it means canceling appointments for a 
day. 

“Sounds like a plan, Lex,” says Brewster. "Oh, | saw Anderson at 21 Club 
the other day. He sends his regards and wanted me to ask you how those 
penny stocks were doing?" 

"You can tell that vermin | stopped selling those when | quit Bergstein’s 
firm." 

"Did you quit? The word around my former firm was-" 

"| quit when | walked out of his office, Carrington. You should know by 
now not to believe anything those pricks at the other firms tell you. If this is 
the line of conversation tonight, | may as well had stayed in front of my 
Quotron," | state, as Spencer sits down. There’s red lipstick on his right 
cheek. 


"Well? What's the word, Spence?" Brewster asks. 

"Well, her tits are real, but trust me when | tell you there's nothing real in 
her head,” he says as he places his index finger on the side of his head. 

"| need you three to be at the firm early tomorrow. Say, seven a.m. You're 
each in charge of setting up your offices. | ordered Quotron computers and 
furniture, mainly desks, chairs, and end tables, for everyone. Before you 
ask Spence, if you don't like anything, you can return it but you'll be 
responsible for the payment for whatever you choose to get, not me," | 
state. 

"Well, boo hoo, Lex. But thankfully, | already know you have good taste. 
Your suits are impeccable, and Tom told me about the apartment you 
bought. My, ol my, that oil must be flowing through your account faster than 
Niagra Falls," he chuckles. 

“Trust me, Spence. All of us are going to make out big with my new firm. 
You'll see after a couple weeks, probably before that, just how much of a 
difference it makes when you're the one dealing directly with the client and 
not doing it for some asshole like Bergstein.” 

“Were truer words ever spoken?” says Brewster. 

"I'll drink to that," states Carrington, raising his glass. We raise our 
glasses and finish our drinks. 

"| guess we should wrap this up early then, gentlemen?" requests 
Brewster. 

“Yes, Brewster. Let’s go, gents,” | state, standing. “And Spence? Thanks 
for the ah, ‘hookup’ with Tom. Both deals | did with him were more than 
generous.” 

“Say it isn’t so! Lex knows the words thank you,” Spencer jokes, as 
Brewster throws an ice cube at him. 

We each toss a hundred dollar bill on the table and leave. 


Yacht Club 


"Benjamin Craine. Been awhile, hasn't it?" Craine walks towards the oval, 
marble table. He has a full head of hair, beard, mustache, and stands six 
feet two inches, same as me. Brewster and Spencer are both an inch 
shorter than us. Craine’s Giorgio Armani dark grey wool suit has no crease 
marks on it, though neither does my black wool Valentino Bespoke suit. 

"Lex Wellker. Haven't seen you since Bergstein had that group meeting 
with a few of the firms two years ago. We did speak on the phone a few 
times since then, though. What's this | hear you /eft Bergstein?" he asks, as 
we shake hands. His gold Rolex watch glistens from the chandeliers lights 
glancing upon it. | spent all morning at the firm with the guys directing the 
movers where to place the furniture and equipment. The main reason | was 
there was to speak to the electrician about installing faster lines for the 
Quotrons. 

"You must have spies everywhere, Ben. Unless Spencer’s been in your 
ear." 

"Who?" 

"Never mind. It’s time for me to make a move, Ben. I've opened my own 
hedge fund firm on 5th Avenue. I've got Saudi money coming through it. | 
know you know exactly what that means," | acknowledge. 

A waiter arrives with water. The electrician said he can install separate 
lines on the Quotron computers that can obtain the information (stock 
quotes) a second and a half quicker than the ones on Wall Street can. This 
is due to being in closer proximity to a higher wavelength that runs 
underground on a straight line. | need every advantage | can get and a 
second and a half difference will means hundreds of millions of dollars 
more for me. 

"| heard you managed to bag the lion over there and al/ the oil that comes 
along with that. Forgive me for prying, but | must ask: how'd you do it?" He 
generally wants to know, which means he'll never know. 

"You know me, Ben. | can charm my way into any viper's nest.” Looking 
at the waiter | say, “A bottle of Dom Perignon. Thanks.” 

The waiter nods, says nothing, and disappears. 


“Well, congratulations are in order then. | assume you wanted to speak in 
person about another matter? Is it about that tech stock? The one in which 
| acquired the majority of shares?” 

“No Ben, it isn't, and though you may have the majority of the shares, | 
managed to obtain a significant amount myself. Enough in fact, that | can 
perhaps take a loss by selling it all at once thereby ensuring anyone else 
will, too." | stare at him and he glares back. 

"Same 'ol Lex | remember but your tone is a bit...... "he looks at the lights 
over the table, then says, "darker." 

Having made my point, | continue. "There is another matter. Since you 
have your own firm and | have mine, | thought perhaps we could do 
business from time to time. You throw some of your affluent tech customers 
my way, and I'll do the same with my commodities clients,” | state, as the 
waiter brings a bottle of Dom Perignon, uncorks it, and pours it into two 
flute glasses. 

“I’m guessing you're not talking about your ‘everyday’ client, correct?’ 
asks Craine, as he sips his champagne. 

“No. Only priority ones. Think about it, Ben.” | lean closer to the table to 
speak. “We can take on the big banks if we do this. I’m not talking about a 
partnership per se, just a little big business here and there.” 

Craine thinks this over, his dark brown eyes peering around the room. 
Modern art paintings hang on the gold walls, surrounded by mahogany 
tables and chandeliers. A spiral staircase leads to tables and rooms 
upstairs for private gatherings. Craine looks towards me. If | Know him, and 
| believe | do, he won't take what | said about the tech stock personally. 

“Agreed. But let's keep this between us. The less anyone knows, the 
better,” he says. 

| nod my head in agreement. 

“| heard you're giving a lecture on International Commerce and Finance 
in Georgia tomorrow,” he states. 

“Yes. It's good publicity for my firm. | need to get my face out there in 
public. It's good for business. What of it?” | ask. 

“I’m sending someone there to listen to you. Goes by the name of 
Washington. He'll probably be the only Black man there. He's older than 
you but he's going to be in charge of International Trading soon. | figure it 


wouldn't hurt having him listen to a speech from the ‘great' Lex Wellker,” he 
says, perhaps in a sarcastic tone. 

“Washington...... name sounds familiar. Fine by me, Ben. I'll look out for 
him,” | concur. 

| remember Washington now. At least, if it's the same man Craine sent to 
the wayward home for boys that | was staying at in Nebraska. | must have 
been twelve years old then. He spoke to us about stocks, bonds, and New 
York City. Afterwards, | asked him what seemed like a hundred questions 
regarding the stock market, finances, and trading. | remember him well. 

“You okay, Lex? Going down memory lane?” 

“Yes, Ben. I’m fine. Just reminiscing about a much simpler time.” 

| sip my champagne and place the glass on the wooden coaster. 

“You've come a long way, Lex. Considering well, you know what-” 

“Considering | grew up in and out of foster homes, Ben?” 

“Don't get so defensive. It was a compliment, Lex.” 

“I’m sure it was, Ben. Not everyone is lucky enough to have a trust fund 
waiting for them after graduation. Anyway, thank you for our agreement. | 
look forward to doing business in the future.” 

| stand, as he does also, and shake hands. 

“Always taking shots, eh Lex?" Leaving so soon?” he asks. 

“Yes. I've got another appointment to meet. And | only take shots after 
someone else fires the gun. Thanks for coming, Ben.” 

Leaving the Yacht Club, looking at the men sitting, laughing, smiling, | 
realize now that | do indeed have the resolve and the instinct to crush all of 
these trust fund assholes. 


Georgia 


I'm standing with my back to the men and few women sitting behind me, 
writing on a chalkboard about trade negotiations with Japan and China, 
import and export rates, transferring of stock rates between countries, 
speaking about why the Japanese are better strategists than Americans 


are, shit most of these WASP never heard of. Most of them, but not a// of 
them. There's only one Black man here: Washington. | see him listening to 
me intently. He may be older than the other guys, but if Craine hadn't 
scooped him up for his firm already, I'd have hired him for mine. Placing the 
chalk on the hinge, | smile and walk past the trust fund babies until I'm in 
front of him. He stands and we shake hands. | lean close to Washington 
and say to him, “James F. Washington. Been awhile, hasn't it?” 

"Sure has." 

“Thanks for the info on buying dividend stocks. | put that to great use.” 
He grins and sits as | walk back to the board and continue to write my 
thoughts about International Trading. In the back of my mind, as soon as | 
head back to New York, | have to move. I’m sick of Karen’s drinking, her 
attitude changes. No more. When I’m finished here, | fly back straight to 

New York. Time for things to change. 


Moving Up 


It’s Saturday November 4, and I’ve got the movers ready to come at 
noon. Nea arrives Monday so | want to be ready for when she’s here. I’m 
quite sure she will want to stay with me. She hasn't said otherwise. Karen 
is sitting on the couch, drinking a glass of Cabernet Sauvignon, as | explain 
to her that | think it’s best we take a ‘break’ from each other for awhile. In 
the back of my mind, | want to check my bank account again and see how 
much more | have pouring in from the oil trades. It’s already in the millions 
now. | know that because | checked after the conference in Georgia. I'm not 
sure when | made my first million, but | can truly say now that | have, / want 
more...... lots more. 

“It's always what you want, Lex. What about me? What about what | 
want?” she asks, sipping her wine. 

“Karen, you’re drinking has become a problem in this relationship.” 

“Oh, it’s all my fault, right? | guess this means you don’t want me to move 
into your plush, new apartment.” 


She shakes her head as | continue to use her drinking against her. 
Which, in all actuality, is the truth, at least one of the truths, as to why | 
don’t want her moving in. 

“The lease is paid here till the end of December. That gives you-” 

“Less than two months, Lex. Thanks a lot.” 

“Karen, you're a realtor. I’m sure if things aren't better between us by 
then, you'll be able to find an apartment. I’m sure Gerald will assist you,” | 
state, as | pour myself a glass of Woodford Reserve. 

“Lex, where's this all coming from? | thought we were doing better and 
now, now at all times, when you've got a brand new apartment, you want to 
all of a sudden ‘take a break’? What's really going on?” she inquires as she 
finishes her wine. 

“That is.” | point to her empty wine glass. “Most nights | come home and 
you're passed out drunk and when you're not, you're hysterical, shouting, 
arguing at me, and the next morning it’s as if everything is fine. | just don’t 
want to deal with the mood changes anymore, Karen. It’s been over two 
years and nothing has changed.” The Woodford Reserve goes down my 
throat smooth, as always. 

“Oh, and you’re perfect, right? The perfect ‘Lex Wellker’, the new ‘King of 
Oil’, the one who ‘never makes a mistake’.” 

“See? This is exactly what | mean.” 

| sit next to her, fuming inside that I’m actually taking time that | do not 
have to speak to her instead of just moving the few things | want to out of 
here and leaving. 

“We're just in two different places now.” 

“What? What does that even mean, Lex?” 

“Karen, I’ve got movers coming soon. I’m only taking a few things. We're 
not breaking up. | just think some time apart will heal this relationship.” 

“Don’t you mean ‘our’ relationship? Lex, you look at everything as if it’s a 
deal. Do you even have a heart inside your chest?” 

| grab my satellite phone, call the movers, cancel the appointment, and 
hang up. 

“You can keep everything: the furniture, the bed, the nightstands. I’ve got 
most of my clothes. I’m leaving.” 


| put on my Ferragamo trench and open the door as Karen says, “Lex! 
Wait! | don’t even have your new address!” 
As | walk down the stairs, | yell back, “I know!” 


Outside, as | walk and hail a cab, | call a friend of Spencer’s that 
manages a high end furniture company in Midtown. Just trying to speak to 
Karen, the whole ‘moving thing’, has been nothing but a waste of fucking 
time, and that’s time that | do not have to waste. 

“It's Lex. | need those pieces | purchased this week delivered by tonight. 
Can you make it happen?” 

“Of course, Mr. Wellker. I'll get right on it. I'll call you with the designated 
time.” 

“Thank you and remember, | already spoke with the owner of the building. 
It’s fine if you come by late. Time doesn’t matter.” 

“Thank you. That most definitely helps things get moving, pun intended.” 

Hanging up, | realize that Soencer seemingly knows people in all 
industries throughout the city. His contacts are almost indispensable. 
Unfortunately, I’m sure Karen will call my satellite number at some point 
after she finishes getting wasted. | just have to make sure if she does when 
I’m with Nea, | disconnect asap. Speaking of Nea...... 

“Nea, how was the wedding?” 

“Lex! Oh, it was wonderful. | really wish you could have made it.” 

“I’m sure it was. | have your flight information. I'll have a black car waiting 
for you near the runway. The airport officials know your jet and I’ve got 
clearance to pick you up,” | state. 

“You'll be there too, right?” 

“Yes.” 

“Oh, Lex! It’s going to be great to be with you again.” 

“It's been (less than a month) a couple weeks. | look forward to seeing 
you, too. I’m expecting some furniture today. The apartment won’t be 
completely furnished when you come, but at least there will be a few 
things.” 

“Lex, | don’t care about that. Well, | do hope there’s a bed,” she flirts. 

“King size, Nea. It’s coming from a company called Parnian. Leather 
backdrop, silk sheets. You’re going to /ove it,” | grin. 


“Well, don’t waste your time making the bed, Lex. It’s going to be used 
quite often,” she teases. 

“Yes it will, Nea.” 

“I'm going to finish packing. I'll call you from my jet when I’m close by. | 
love you, honey.” 

“Love you, too.” 

Those words flow out of my mouth, but not with the meaning they’re 
supposed to have. | take the cab to 57th and Fifth Avenue. After paying 
$38.50 ($50 with tip; traffic as usual) | enter Bergdorf Goodman and go to 
the Men’s Suits. A flamboyant man walks around as | grab suit after suit- 
YSL, Armani, Versace, Givenchy, Prada. He places the suits (22 in all) ina 
back room, as well as white cotton button down shirts and a few black 
shirts from the same designers. We then go to Men’s Shoes where | 
purchase Ferragamo, Armani, Allen Edmonds, Bruno Magli, and Jean Paul 
Gautlier leather lace-ups (15 in all). | grab a few Versace and Ferragamo 
belts and then we head to Men’s Watches where | buy a IWC Da Vinci 
Perpetual Calendar Chronograph. | buy Spencer and Brewster each a 
Cartier watch for the business they brought to the firm and Carrington a Tag 
Heuer (I’ve Known him the /east amount of time of the three). We then go to 
Women’s Watches, where | purchase Nea a Piaget Lapis Lazuli Diamond 
Sapphire Gold watch. The band is gold, silver diamond sapphires surround 
the oval, the watch hands are gold, and the watchface is a deep blue. It’s 
perfect for her smooth, tan, bronze skin. Buying roses would be a waste of 
money. The watch she can at least take with her when she goes back. 

“| don’t believe I’ve ever seen the total this high before, Mr. Wellker.” 

“Call me Lex.” 

“I can, ah, offer you a discount Lex, which will-” 

| wave him off. 

“No, it’s fine. Here, this is for your assistance.” 

| hand him five hundred dollars and then after paying, tell him | need 
everything delivered to my new address tonight. 

"I'm sure that won't be a problem, Mr., er, Lex." 

"Thank you. And your name again?" 

"Paul." 

"Thank you, Paul." 


Outside the store, my satellite phone rings. 

"Karen, | told you-" 

"It's Wally, Lex." 

"What's the number on JetLing Airlines now, Wally?" 

"That's why I'm calling. It's at 52 %." 

"Don't do anything. Let it ride. The restrictions are going to be lifted any 
day now. That's why it's starting to rise. It'll only go higher, Wally." 

"Alright, Lex. Let’s shoot for the stars!" he states. 

| call Spencer, then Brewster, and tell them to buy some shares of JetLing 
Airlines to solely drive the price up. | tell them to unload them all Tuesday, a 
little hour by hour, making themselves a profit on the side after my cut. | 
know the stock will get to triple digits. If it doesn't happen by Tuesday 
afternoon, it will by Wednesday. When that happens, | become richer than 
even / ever imagined. The rest of the day | direct the movers where to put 
the furniture, refrigerator, freezer, washer and dryer. A plumber begins 
hooking up water lines and pumps into the early morning hours. The 
apartment already comes with two bathrooms with showers, as well as a 
jacuzzi in a separate room that also opens to the terrace. The living room 
does, as well. At three a.m. | finish hanging my suits and sleep in my bed. 


After sleeping for five hours, | call the electrician whom | used for 
computer installation at my firm. 

"Kurt? Lex. | need you to install two phone lines at my apartment as well 
as for my computer, but | need those 'same' lines you used for me before, 
understand?" 

"Loud and clear, Lex." 

| drop and do one hundred push-ups followed by one hundred sit-ups. | 
have groceries delivered to me within the hour. As | place some of them in 
the Kenwood refrigerator, | hear a knock at my door. 

“Kurt, thanks for coming.” 

“| brought everything | need Lex, but | wanted to explain something to you 
about those, uh, ‘special’ lines you asked for.” 

“Shoot and you don’t have to mince words. There’s no one here but us,” | 
state. 


“See, from your office | could run a straight line underground connecting 
to the grid, which runs vertical towards the next one. Here though, | already 
checked it out, the line has to be shaped like an L from the beginning to 
connect to the grid, so-” 

“What’s the bottom line, Kurt?” 

“Bottom line is your computer here will get quotes faster than the ones on 
Wall Street but it'll only be a second and a quarter, compared to-” 

“A second and a half that the ones in my offices get.” 

“Correct.” 

“And you're sure there isn’t any other way around it?” | ask. 

To most people, a second and a quarter compared to a second and a half 
makes little to no difference. But ask anyone on Wall Street and they will 
tell you the difference it makes could be in the hundreds of millions over a 
span of a day. 

“No, Lex. I’m sorry but it’s the only way. You’re only other alternative 
would be to go public with this in front of the-” 

“No, no. Too risky. Thanks, Kurt.” 

| hand Kurt a stack of hundreds. Though I’m displeased and | do not like 
being displeased, I'll still have a slight advantage over the other trading 
firms and that’s an advantage | will most definitely capitalize on. As Kurt 
works on installing the computer and multiple powerlines, | finish menial 
tasks for the day. Moving is never fortuitous. 


Nea Il 


I'm on the tarmac at JFK as Nea's jet arrives. Her father’s name goes to 
high places and in those high places are people that allow someone like 
me to wait for Nea on the airport’s tarmac. Surprisingly, Karen hasn't called 
me. Wally keeps me updated on the JetLing Airlines stock a/most daily. | 
can check the quotes too, but since he's in Japan, he gets the number 
faster than me. | know in the future, whichever firm gets those stock 


numbers quicker will leave the others way behind. And when | say 'way 
behind’, I'm talking about in the billions. 

"Lex!" Nea walks towards me as | stand outside the black car. She's 
wearing a black Thierry Mugler sleeveless blouse, slacks, and black Stuart 
Weitzman heels. Her eyeshadow are mixed colors, which enhance her 
already bold, beautiful brown eyes. Her long black hair blows in the wind. 

"Hello, Nea. Let's get your luggage loaded." 

The driver is handed her luggage by another man that flew on the jet. 

"Thank you, Ahmed," she says to him, as he nods and boards her jet. 

Inside the car, we kiss as we head out of JFK airport into a cluster fuck of 
traffic. 

"I'd say there’s traffic because it's Monday morning, but there's always 
traffic coming and going from JFK, Nea." 

"Oh Lex, | don't care about traffic. I'm just so happy to see you again. Tell 
me all about your new apartment." 

She grabs my hand. 

"How about we wait till we get there so you can see it for yourself?" 

"Sounds fine, honey." 

"How was the wedding?" | ask, not giving a shit, but knowing she wants 
to talk about it, she wants to think | care about it, which puts me ahead of 
the game. After almost ten minutes of non-stop talking about her friend 
Sasi, her dress, the mansion where she married, Nea changes the subject. 

“Lex, | don't want to wait to tell you my surprise,” she gleefully says, as 
we finally begin moving more than 30mph on the parkway. 

“What is it, Nea?” | ask, as the driver’s horn blares with others as we 
come to a halt again. 

“Daddy bought an apartment at Trump Tower. He said | can use it 
whenever | want, though there will be times when he needs it when he’s 
here for business. He said he's going to travel here a few times a year. 
When he does, if you like, | can stay with you,” she concedes. 

“Of course and that's great, Nea. It truly is.” 

Not really. It adds a more complex inconvenience if she's going to be 
here more often. There’s too much | need to do, establishing my firm, 
studying trends, trading commodities while involving myself in the newest 
technology stocks. Computers are the future, and | need to be knee deep in 


the next chip or next company that produces those chips. That information 
takes time to gain, whether you're going out for drinks with some in the 
‘know’, or countless hours on the phone talking with this guy who refers you 
to that guy who knows about this chip and that tech stock. It all takes time. 

“You must be tired, Nea.” 

“Not really. | slept most of the flight. | am hungry, though,” she smiles. 

In all the recent chaos of moving, of Karen, of checking stock quotes, the 
one thing | didn't contend for was Nea wanting to go to dinner, which makes 
me an idiot. | call Chanterelle from the car, and through some uncanny 
misalignment in the city and universe, | manage to get a reservation for 
tonight at eight. 

“Lex, you didn't have to do that. We could've ordered food to be 
delivered.” 

“Nea, you've just flown from Saudi Arabia to New York to see me. Taking 
you to a nice dinner is the /east | can do,” | say as | touch her chin and kiss 
her. 

“Thank you, Lex. | appreciate that.” 


We arrive at my apartment by eleven thirty a.m. After bringing her 
luggage in, | show her the apartment. Nea gawks at the space, the huge 
rooms, and of course, the jacuzzi. 

“Lex, it's wonderful, just like | Knew it would be. You have such 
immaculate taste. Do you have to go into your office today?” 

“No. I’ve got Spencer and Brewster there with a fellow named Carrington. 
| can step away for a day or two. See that computer there?” | point to the 
Quotron. 

“Yes. Is it different from the ones I’ve seen advertised recently?” 

“Most definitely, Nea. | can get real-time stock quotes, among other 
things, from it. Though it’s a tad slower than the ones at my firm, it does the 
work | need it to here.” 

Nea sits down on the black leather Italian chair behind the Danish black 
marble desk, and peers at the computer. 

“Daddy has a few like this | think, though | rarely see him using them,” 
she states. 


“I’m sure your father has many men in his employ that he designates 
different areas of his business to, including those whose time are mainly 
sitting in front of computers.” 

Standing, Nea says, “Lex, let’s use the jacuzzi.” 

Nea turns on the water and the jets. As it begins filling, we walk outside 
on the terrace. 

“| had those small trees brought in to give the look more ‘flavor’,” as | 
point to four small trees spread throughout the terrace floor. 

“Such a beautiful view from here. You can see the park, the buildings and 
the water beyond them,” she says. 

“The view was one reason | got this place. The other was for privacy. It 
seems anyone else living in this building just wants to be left alone, which 
is something | can relate to. At least, that’s what the owner of the building 
told me when we spoke.” 

“| hope that doesn’t have anything to do with me?” she genuinely asks. 

“Course not, Nea. Let's try out the jacuzzi,” | suggest. 

We both strip off our clothes, Nea’s golden, tan body as perfect as a 
woman's can be, lathered up with bubbles, as she laughs and splashes 
water on my face. 

“Oh, Lex. You should lighten up and enjoy yourself. You said it yourself: 
you've got your friends working now. No need for your mind to be 
elsewhere. How about keeping your attention on these?” she says, as she 
juggles her huge, golden breasts.” 

“| think | rather like that idea.” 

| gently kiss her nipples. 

Interesting, that she can tell my mind is elsewhere; mainly, when to sell all 
my stock of JetLing Airlines, whenever the triple digit number hits. We kiss 
and have sex in the jacuzzi. The water is warm and we're both very 
attracted to each other. You can almost fee/ the energy between us. She 
rides my throbbing penis till she comes to an orgasm. | have mine seconds 
later. 

With her arms around my neck, smiling, her white teeth glistening, she 
says, “This was a great way to start our time together here.” 

“| concur,” | say. 


This line of conversation leads me to where my thought process was 
going. 

“How long do you intend to stay,” | ask, as we dry ourselves off with 
luxury Egyptian bath towels. 

“How long do you want me to stay?” 

“As long as you like,” | lie, but add, “Just keep in mind | have to be at the 
firm this week. It's not something | can afford to let be for a few days.” 

“| understand, Lex. Your business is very important to you, as my father's 
is to him. | would never come between that. I'd like to stay for the week, at 
the very least.” 

Keeping Nea happy means her father is happy, which means there will be 
no problems between us and the oil deal. For once, I'm in agreement with 
both Spencer and Brewster. Why the fuck should | be upset about a 
beautiful woman wanting to spend time with me here? Especially when 
she's not going to come between myself and my business. 

“Well, let's not put a time-line on your visit. After all, as long as you're free 
to be here, | want you here,” | say convincingly. 

“Thank you, Lex. | couldn't have said it any better. | love you, Lex.” 

“| love you too, Nea.” 


After we eat at Chanterelle, we go back to my apartment and shower 
together. Afterwards, Nea lays on my bed in nothing but a silk floral robe 
she brought with her (among /iterally four luggage containers of clothes). | 
turn on my Sansui B-3000 home stereo system to an easy listening 
channel. ‘Sailing’ by Christopher Cross is playing. 

“That's a very cool stereo system. I've never seen anything like it before,” 
she states. 

“It's from Japan. | had a guy | know there send it to me.” 

| open a drawer from my Roger Rougier dark brown bureau and pull out 
the gift-wrapped box for Nea. 

“| saw this and thought it'd be perfect for you.” 

Handing her it, her eyes light up before she opens it. She quickly 
unwraps the paper and opens the box that reveals the Piaget Lapis Lazuli 
Diamond Sapphire Gold watch. Holding it up, she asks, “Would you?” 


“Of course.” 

| place the watch on her smooth wrist. A smile and a kiss comes next. 

“Thank you, Lex. Thank you. You’re so thoughtful. Thank you, baby. | love 
it. It's beautiful, just like you.” 

We begin kissing and within moments | have an erection, and | easily 
glide into her soaking vagina. This time is different from the others. Nea’s 
more passionate, her hands gripping my neck, calling out my name, telling 
me she loves it and she loves me. Her eyes are closed as she says my 
name as we have intercourse. Her legs are wrapped around my back, her 
hands on my ass, pushing me deep into her. | nibble at her neck, not 
Causing any bruising, as she bites my ear. We both come to an explosive 
orgasm at the same time. She holds my body close to her as my semen 
drains from her wet snatch. 

Looking up at me, she says, “I love you, baby.” 

“Love you too, Nea.” 

She's been saying this to me so often that | actually believe she does 
love me. As for me, business comes before anything or anyone. 


Wednesday 


Yesterday we went shopping on 5th Avenue, Madison Avenue, and Park 
Avenue. | stopped by the office for a couple hours then met Nea for lunch 
at an Italian restaurant between Madison Avenue and 57th Street. 

Nea sits on the black leather Maralunga sofa by Vico Magistretti in the 
living room reading Vogue magazine as | speak to Wally. A stack of fashion 
magazines lay on the glass Milo Baughman table. She's wearing a white 
terrycloth robe and slippers from Barney’s. 

“It's been steady at 158 % for the last thirteen minutes,” he states. 

“Stay where you are, Wally. I’m going to call you right back.” 

Hanging up, | dial Spencer’s number at my firm. 

“Spence, Lex. Dump the JetLing Airlines stock. All of it. Tell Brewster to 
do the same.” 


“Gotcha, Lex.” 

A smile comes across my face. This deal will net me hundreds of millions 
and added onto what I’ve acquired from the oil deal, Ill have made my first 
billion by the end of the month. 

“Is everything okay, baby?” asks Nea. 

“Everything is great.” 

| call Wally and tell him to dump the stock. Every share. 

“Whoo-ee, Lex. You’re gonna make out like a bandit on this one. Shit, this 
deal is gonna put you over the top. And you’ve got those oil contracts. 
Mama mia.” 

“Don’t worry, Wally. There’s going to be a special bonus in it for you too, 
pal. Call me back when it’s through.” 

The adrenaline rush hits me, but my mind is already onto my next 
conquest: buy up enough of Bergstein’s company shares from his 
shareholders to have close to the majority stake in his company. Then I'll 
buy him out and become the sole majority owner of his firm. | heard he’s 
retiring at the end of the year, which tells me he’s either being ‘pushed’ out 
by the board or is too stressed to deal with the day to day ongoings on Wall 
Street. Recent losses? Who knows. The only thing | do know is that if the 
board of shareholders is unhappy with him (and I’m sure one of the 
reasons is because myself, Spencer, and Brewster took our very wealthy 
clients with us), then it'll be easier for me to buy their stock. | helped build 
his reputation. No one speaks to me the way he did and gets away scot 
free. No one. 

“You seem happy, Lex. Good news?” 

“Great news, Nea. My future is-” 

My satellite phone rings and answering, | say, “Finished already, Wally?” 

“Lex? It's Gerald, Karen’s boss.” 

Placing my hand over the satellite phone, | look at Nea and say, “I’m 
going to take this call in the other room.” 

Nodding, she continues to look through her magazine. This same scene 
has probably played out a thousand times with her father. 

“Lex? You there?” 

“Why are you calling me on this number? How did you even get it?” 


“| went through Karen’s rolodex. That’s why | calling. She hasn’t been to 
the office in three days. | called your apartment but no answer. It’s not like 
her to miss several appointments and not-” 

“Listen to me very clearly. I’m only going to say this one time: if you ever 
call me again on this number, I'll personally put a stake right through your 
fucking heart.” 

Fucking Karen. If something did happen to her and she’s in my 
apartment, that means I’m involved, whether | like it or not. I’ve gotta go 
back there but without Nea. 

“That was one of the guys from the office, Nea. I’ve gotta go there and 
check on a few things. | made a very big deal today, so the guys and | are 
going to go through the figures. | shouldn't be long.” 

Kissing her, she says, “Okay, honey. I'll be waiting for you here.” 

| grab my tan Giorgio Armani trench (it matches the beige Armani suit I’m 
wearing), put my satellite phone inside, and leave. | quickly hail a cab. As | 
enter it, | tell the Jamaican driver the address. Shit like this, things with 
people like Karen, always come back to haunt you. Even when there’s a 
clean break, the vapor trail sti// lingers until it becomes solid again and is 
standing in front of you, staring at you in the face. On the way there, Wally 
Calls. 

“Congratulations, Lex. With your oil contracts and the JetLing Airlines 
stock you just sold, you're now the newest member of The Billionaire Club. 
And you did it a// within three months. Fucking A, Lex. Fucking A.” 

“It took more than three months planning to do it, Wally. Listen, I've gotta 
go. Check in with me later.” 

Can't even find the joy in this because of whatever bullshit Karen is up to. 
Exiting the cab, | enter the apartment building. For some unknown reason 
in the elevator | run my hand through my black wavy hair. Nerves? No. | 
can't afford nerves. As the doors open, | hurry down the hall towards my 
door. The thought of why am | here disappears as the answer because if 
she did anything to herself and she's in your apartment, maestro...... 
comes into my mind. 

Stepping inside, | say “Karen?” 

And there she is: laying on the wooden floor, an empty bottle of wine next 
to her and a bottle, ha/f-filled, of prescription anti-depressant pills. 


“Fuck!” | touch the side of her neck and place two fingers under her nose. 
| feel a pulse and slow breathing. Impulse tells me to call the paramedics, 
but discipline reminds me I'll have to answer questions then probably call 
her asshole parents in Connecticut, all of which | do not have the time to 
waste. Remembering back to my days at Harvard, | open a drawer, where | 
pull out smelling salt, which my roommate and | used (among other things) 
to stay awake for long hours and days at a time. | still use it from time to 
time. | place it under her nose and get an immediate reaction. 

“Wha? Le.....Lex?” she softly says, as | place my hand under her neck. 

“Take it easy, Karen. Just relax,” you stupid, annoying woman. 

“| just...... | was having some wine and, l...... | don't know what happened. 
How long was | sleeping?” she asks, as | help her up onto the couch. She's 
wearing her baby blue La Perla silk pajamas. 

“How would | know, Karen? | just arrived here. Gerald called me and said 
you haven't gone into the office this week. Before you ask, today is 
Wednesday.” 

| open the refrigerator and grab a bottle of Evian water. | look below and 
notice the four bottles of wine that were here when | left are gone. 

“Here. Drink this.” 

| really don’t need this shit. 

“Gerald called you? On your satellite phone?” 


“Yes.” 

“He must have gotten the number from my office. Shit. | called out 
Monday so....... fuck. | gotta get up and-” she stands, wobbles, and sits 
back down. 


“You're in no shape to go anywhere, Karen. Just stay here and drink 
some fluids. Call Gerald and let him know you've been sick. I’m sure he'll 
understand. Maybe take some time off and go back to Connecticut to see 
your family. I’m sure they’d be happy to see you again. Thanksgiving is just 
around the corner anyway. | have to head back out. I’ve got a lot of things 
to do at the office today.” 

As | rise from the couch, she grabs my wrist. 

“Lex. Thank you. | really appreciate you caring enough to come by. I’ve 
been a mess since-” 


Yanking my wrist away, | say, ‘Who said anything about caring? | don’t 
want anymore distractions from you. Don't you get that?” 

Her eyes thin as she looks at me with anger. 

“A distraction? That’s all | am to you now?” she asks, staring at me. 

“Get some rest, Karen.” 

| leave and quickly run outside and into a cab. | decide to go to my office 
to calm myself before seeing Nea. On the way there, | look at the homeless 
vagrants scattered throughout the blocks. Some of them I’m sure had 
chances and blew it, while some of them never had a chance. While | was 
in a wayward school for boys, | entered a contest for the one free 
scholarship Harvard offers each year, based on a thesis you write about 
anything of your choosing. | wrote about International Commerce and 
Finance. If | remember correctly, it was twenty pages. | didn’t believe I'd 
have a chance, going from foster home to foster home, and winding up ina 
school of foster children. But | won and | took that with me, the winning 
attitude, wherever I’ve been since. One thing | learned from growing up 
around people from different backgrounds is this: when you see an 
opportunity, take it, seize it immediately, or someone else will. There’s no 
room for second best, That’s just for pussies. 

“Here we are, sir.” 

| hand the driver a fifty dollar bill to cover the trip with tip. Inside, | see the 
new secretary Spencer hired. 

“Mallory? I’m Lex.” 

“Nice to meet you, Mr. Wellker.” 

Mallory has short brown hair, hazel eyes, a firm figure, and is wearing an 
Anne Klein grey blouse and slacks. Her dark grey heels are from Jimmy 
Choo. 

| walk past Brewster’s office, then Spencer’s, and into my own. | toss my 
briefcase on my desk and immediately look at the figures coming through 
for the day on my Quotron computer. Spencer and Brewster enter. 

“Lex, we made a bundle today,” grins Spencer. 

“Yeah, Lex. That stock took off like a rocket, just like you said it would,” 
adds Brewster. 

“Where’s Carrington?” | ask. 


“In his office. He’s been calling some of his clients to buy oil contracts al/ 
morning. | guess he doesn’t want to feel left out,” chuckles Spencer. 

“Well, he wasn’t around when | bought that airline stock, but he can 
definitely do well with the oil contracts.” 

“| think this is a cause to celebrate. Drinks on me at 21 Club?” asks 
Spencer. 

“You two go ahead. I’m going to start looking through Bergstein’s 
shareholder list.....see who | need to contact first about buying their stock 
in his company.” 

Spencer and Brewster look at each other, then me. | Know what both of 
them are thinking. 

“Um, you do know that you're worth over a billion dollars now, right? 
Brewster and | did the math earlier,” acknowledges Spencer. 

“Yes | do. What's that got to do with what I'm moving onto now?” | ask, 
looking up from my desk. 

“Lex, babe, you've got a very hot and rich Arabian girl waiting for you at 
your new apartment. You've just made your first billion dollars, and you're 
staying here, looking to conquer another mountain instead of going out to 
celebrate for a few hours?” wonders Spencer. 

“And afterwards, you can go home to your multi-million dollar apartment 
and have Sex till the sun rises. | mean, what guy could ask for more?” 
questions Brewster. 

Still pissed about this morning and holding back my anger, | stand and 
speak. 

“You both don't have a fucking clue, do you? | lost out to Craine with a 
prominent tech stock because | had my fucking phone turned off for dinner. 
Before you two interrupt, yes, | purchased a boatload of that very same 
stock, but Craine holds the majority shares. | do not /ike coming in second. 
When that happens, someone else has the upper hand, which means that 
individual, not me, dictates the value of the shares. Now, Craine and | have 
what you may call a ‘cordial’ relationship, but that doesn't mean he won't 
choose to fuck me over when he feels like doing so.” 

“We get it, Lex. Trust me, we know you want to do the fucking first. That 
Jetling Airlines move you made with that stock was brilliant. We're just 
asking you to take one afternoon off,” quips Spencer. 


“No can do, Spence. Another time.” 

The two of them nod their heads and leave my office. Surprisingly, the 
sun shines through the huge rectangular window in my office. You notice 
these small things when they happen because they rarely do. | grab the file 
of Bergstein’s investors and begin to mark numbers next to their names. 
After what seemed to be an hour, | realize that's it's been three hours since 
I've been going through the names. 

“Fuck. Nea.” 

| call my apartment and she answers. 

“Hello?” 

“Nea, it's me. I'm glad you answered. | got caught up in some work. I'll be 
home soon. We can go to a restaurant in Midtown tonight.” 

“Lex, don’t concern yourself about dinner. I'm getting food delivered here 
later. | figured you may work late tonight. It's steak for you and salmon for 
me.” 

“You're a very special woman indeed, Nea. See you soon.” 

Last thing | want to do is upset Nea. Things seem to be going well 
between us. And then there's Karen. Always a lingering problem. The best 
thing to happen would be for her to leave the city permanently. Wishful 
thinking, Lex. 


‘-after JetLing Airlines stock peaked at 158 ’%, Wellker sold all his shares, 
which sent the stock plummeting to 12 % at closing bell. The Wall Street 
tycoon allegedly purchased those same shares the day of the accident. 
The airline was just cleared to begin flying and begin production on more 
planes starting by the end of the week by the FAA. The airline was under 
strict federal regulations for weeks by the FAA after a deadly crash in the 
mountains in Qatar killed one hundred and thirty-five people last month. For 
New York News, I'm Tammy-’ click. 

“That was you, Lex?” asks Nea, as she finishes her Roasted Faroe 
Salmon with Mango and Jicama Salad. 

“Yes. | bought those shares at a very low price. | made a substantial 
amount selling them today.” 


“That newswoman said you bought the shares the same day of the 
accident?” Nea inquires. 

“Yes. Your father would understand, Nea. When opportunity knocks, you 
either open the door and embrace it, or close the door and /ose it. | chose 
the former.” 

She doesn't continue the line of conversation; she changes it. 

“During the wedding reception, the girls were asking me questions about 
you that | couldn't answer because | didn't know the answers. | guess we've 
both been in a whirlwind since we met each other. I'd like to know a bit 
more about you, Lex.” 

“Ask away,’ | state, cutting into the final piece of my steak. 

“You said your childhood was short. Why?” 

“My parents died when | was nine years old. Having no siblings, | was 
placed in various foster homes and wayward homes for boys in Nebraska. 
When | was twelve and living, if you could even call those conditions 
‘living’, in one of the wayward homes, | began helping out at a library: 
sweeping, mopping, dusting, cleaning, and inventorying books. In 
exchange, the librarian, an older man by the name of Hemsley, allowed me 
to take books with me to read at night. | immediately became interested in 
the stock market, how the numbers worked, the excitement and rush you 
must get from closing deals and making various sums of money doing so. 
As | continued to ‘work’ there, | read every book and magazine that came 
through. By the time | was seventeen, | garnered | knew more about the 
stock market than ninety percent of the schmucks working on Wall Street. 
Maybe more.” 

| finish my steak, sip my glass of vintage Chateau Haut Brion 1960 red 
wine, and continue. 

“The problem | ran into was even though | was intellectually superior to 
others my age, no firm on Wall Street was going to take a chance on 
someone with my background. | needed to go to a well-known school, so | 
wrote a few thesis papers on various subjects in the stock market, and 
picked the one | thought best. Harvard at that time gave away one free 
scholarship to the individual deemed to have written the most thorough 
thesis on their particular chosen subject. | won. My thesis on International 


Commerce and Finance wowed them. | attended Harvard, graduated with 
top honors, and the rest is history.” 

Nea finishes her glass of wine, looks down, and then smiles. | believe | 
see and sense a glimmer of pity in her eyes for me. She can throw that 
away. 

“Lex, I’m sorry you had to go through all of that. | can’t even imagine what 
it must have been like for you to move from place to place all those times,” 
she says, reaching to touch my hand. 

| stand and say, “Don’t imagine it, Nea. There’s no reason for that. My 
childhood shaped me into the man | am today. | wouldn't change it for 
anything.” 

“But your parents-” 

“Are gone, Nea. My past is just that: my past. Now, how about we go into 
the jacuzzi and enjoy ourselves while you're here instead of sulking over 
things long gone?” | grin. 

“Sure, Lex. I’d like that.” 


Morning comes and Nea asks me about going to Trump Tower to see her 
apartment. | tell her fine but I’m having a late lunch with my lawyer so | 
won't be there long. 

"Lex, would it be okay if | call daddy on your phone?” 

“Yes. | just have one call to make before you do.” 

“Thank you, baby.” 

Nea kisses me and wraps her arms around me as | dial Gerry's number 
in the Cayman Islands. He and | met while attending Harvard. Upon 
graduation, Gerry told me he didn't want to work under the ‘restrained 
corporate conditions’ that inhibit Wall Street, so he took what money he 
had, flew to Costa Rica, worked in two different banks trading, then left for 
the Cayman Islands after he netted his first million. He set up shop there 
under discreet conditions. Nea’s skin positively glows in her silk emerald 
robe from Barney's. 

“Hello?” 

“Gerry? It’s Lex.” 


“Lex? How the heck have you been? | heard about your oil deal and that 
JetLing Airlines stock fiasco. Great call on that, man. What’s up?” 

“Remember what we spoke about last time? The ah, three separate 
accounts?” 

“You're calling on your satellite phone, right?” 

“Yep and you're on yours, correct?” 

“Always, Lex. Never can tell who’s listening on land lines these days. 
Yeah | remember. So it’s a go?” 

“Yes it is. And Gerry? Open a fourth one under that funny name you used 
to call yourself back in school. It'll be your personal account, funded my 
me.” 

“Shit! Thanks, Lex! Will do. I'll get on it asap and call you when everything 
is in the clear.” 

“Thanks, Gerr.” 

Hanging up, | hand the phone to Nea who I’m sure is not oblivious to 
what I’m doing. 

“Thank you, Lex.” 

As she calls her father, | walk into the huge kitchen, grab a banana, cut it 
up, place it in my blender with whole milk, and make a quick smoothie. | 
repeat the process and make another for Nea. 

“-and | bought beautiful clothes and you should see the apartment, 
daddy. It’s wonderful. It has seven rooms, a balcony that overlooks-Oh, 
thank you, Lex. Yes? Okay. Daddy wants to say hi,” she states gleefully, 
handing me my phone. 

“Hello, Saleh.” 

“Lex. Thank you for taking care of Nea. She seems to be enjoying 
herself. | wanted to tell you that the oil prices will be lower next week, 
Monday | believe, for a few days.” 

“Thanks. I'll tell the guys to put in stop put orders immediately.” 

“One more thing, Lex. Nea believes you will be coming back here again 
soon. | know you must be very busy with your new firm, hiring, getting 
acquainted with new clients, things of that nature, but perhaps you could 
find the time for a quick visit in December?” 

| look at the phone for a moment, wanting to say ‘mind your own fucking 
business’, but knowing that’s not in my best interest to do.....yet. 


“Of course, Saleh. Her and | will discuss that later. Speaking of Nea....” | 
hand her the phone and she rambles on about New York and tells her 
father she hasn't had the time to see the apartment at Trump Tower but will 
do so today. | check my Quotron for the latest quotes and as | hear Nea say 
goodbye to Saleh, | walk back into the living room, kiss her, take the phone 
and dial Brewster’s office phone. | tell him and Spencer to put stop put 
orders in immediately to all clients of ours. After the conversation, Nea 
asks, “Lex, do you ever slow down?” 

“No, Nea. | never do because If | stop for just one day, that gives 
someone else the opportunity to strong-arm me on a potential deal. | need 
to be on top,” | state as | pour a glass of Woodford Reserve from my mini 
bar made with mahogany wood from Italy. 

“Believe me, | understand, Lex. My father often speaks the same way you 
do.” 

“Good. Then it seems your father and | are on the same page when it 
comes to business.” 

Things have come together for me fast. Karen hasn't called, so perhaps 
she got her act together and went back to work or left to visit her family. 
Either way, as long as she’s busy doing something else and not being a 
thorn in my side, I’m fine with it. After a quick breakfast at an outdoor bistro 
a few blocks from my apartment, we take a cab to Trump Tower. Nea ia 
wearing a Philip Treacy straw hat with a black bow, white-rimmed radiant 
Christian Dior sunglasses, a white floral sun dress by Versace, white heels 
by Manolo Blahnik, and her Piaget Diamond watch. I’m wearing a black 
Givenchy suit and silk tie, a Girogio Armani white cotton button down shirt, 
my gold Rolex watch, and Ferragamo black leather lace-up shoes. Inside 
Trump Tower, we take the elevator up to her apartment. The hallway is 
lavished with lights and gold carpeting. As we enter her place, | can see 
why her father chose to buy it. 

“Wow. It’s beautiful, don’t you think, Lex?” 

“Yes it is, Nea.” 

Mostly unfurnished as it is, you can already visually place various 
furniture in spots as well as see how someone could definitely /ive here, 
short-term or long-term. Nea’s part-time ‘home’ here is a wildcard. She can 
literally fly in and out whenever she wants with her father’s jet. She or 


rather, her father, has the money and means to do so. In the back of my 
mind though, | truly believe, if | would slow down for a few days, I'd see 
how | really feel about Nea. That disturbs me. When you have strong 
feelings for someone, you become weak. You put that person's /ife ahead 
of your own, their daily activities, etc. That cannot happen. 

“It really is a great place, Nea. Your father has impeccable taste.” 

“Thank you, Lex. It just seems strange though,” she says, as she walks 
towards a window that looks to be at /east twelve feet in length. 

“What does?” | ask, placing my hands on her smooth, tan shoulders. 

Turning to me she says, “This. All of this. | have a wonderful place now 
and so do you. Daddy will come here but not much. But where does that 
leave us?” 

“What do you mean?” | ask, already realizing where this line of 
conversation is going. 

“| mean, why have two places when we can have one? | respect your 
privacy and | Know you do mine as well, but it just seems strange to me, if 
we're in a relationship, that we’d be in two separate places in the same city. 
Are we in a relationship, Lex? We really haven't spoke about that and-” 

Thankfully, my satellite phone rings. 

“| apologize, Nea. One second. Hello?” 

“Lex? It’s Larry. I’m calling from a car phone. | should be there in about 
fifteen minutes.” 

“Thanks, Lar. See you soon.” 

Hanging up, | tell Nea, “I’ve gotta go. I’m meeting my lawyer soon. We 
can discuss this later. In the meantime, why don’t you start furnishing this 
place?” | say, looking at the huge, empty rooms, the high lights, and then 
walking into what looks like is the bedroom. 

“Especially, this room,” | smirk. 

“Lex, you know I'll begin here,” she says, kissing me. “Let me know how 
everything turns out?” 

“Sure. | shouldn't be long.” 

Inside the elevator, looking around her apartment reminds me of one 
thing: there’s money, and then there’s money. 


Power Lunch 


Larry, my lawyer, sits laid back in his plush chair, wearing a beige Evan 
Picone suit. He spits food out of his mouth as he talks. He has a balding 
head with a few strands combed across, beady eyes, a fat face with lines 
around his eyes, and a rather round body. But he knows his shit, which is 
why he’s my lawyer. He’s eating a Caesar salad with Roasted chicken. I’m 
having the NY Strip steak with eggs. He’s talking to me, but I’m not liking 
what | hear. 

“You get what I’m saying, Lex?” 

“Yeah Lar, | do, but | don’t like it.” 

“You don’t have to like it but it’s the truth. Unless Bergstein himself sells 
you his shares, you can buy everyone else out, but you sti// won’t hold the 
majority stake; he will.” 

| contemplate this, various scenarios running through my mind. We're 
sitting outside of a French Bistro. People walk by, cabs drive by, birds land 
on traffic lights, the sun shines on the street. Couples hold hands in bliss, 
striding alongside each other as if holding hands is the greatest thing since 
sliced pie. How simple some things can be. 

“Lex?” 

“Yeah Lar, just thinking. You're not telling me anything | don't already 
know. What if | approach Bergstein directly after | buy the others out? He 
may have a different opinion then.” 

A waiter refills our water. The wet glasses leave water spots on the thin 
tablecloth. 

“Lex, | Know Bergstein’s attorney, Simon. He said the guy hates you. 
Something about a deal you did after that plane crash, words were spoken, 
| don’t know. Look, all | do know is unless Bergstein dies, it doesn’t look like 
you'll ever be the majority shareholder in his company.” 

| think about this for a moment. 

“He’s in good health?” | ask. 

“Far as | know he is,” Wally says, spitting out a piece of lettuce. 


“What if | go at him through a dummy corporation? Make it look like 
someone else wants to buy him out?” 

“You could, but what if it doesn’t work? Then you lose a shitload of money 
for nothing. Even when he retires at the end of next month, he still holds 
those shares. When he dies, those shares go to the shareholders in 
increments, which would obviously be only you. That’s why | told you that 
even if you buy all the others out, you'll still have to wait till he’s gone. 
There’s no other way around it.” 

| nod my head, understanding that it looks as if all avenues are closed. 

“Mind if | ask you a question, Lex?” he says, leaning forward. 

“Shoot, Lar.” 

“| read in The Financial Times about your firm acquiring oil from Saudi 
Arabia. It’s a big deal, you doing that, going over there and securing that 
deal.” 

“They wrote about that? Guess | missed that,” | contemplate. 

“It's a huge deal, Lex. About Bergstein: is it personal? | mean, you're on a 
hot streak like no one else, and that includes guys like Trump. Why push 
things with Bergstein? Do you really need this? The whole takeover thing?” 
he asks, flailing his arms in the air with his mouth open. 

Smiling, | say, “As long as | see the ‘go’ button Lar, I’m going to push it. 
Understand?” 

“Sure Lex, I’m just saying-” 

“Thanks, Lar. Looks like I'll just have to wait for a bit unless | get Jucky 
and Bergstein gets struck by lightning,” | chuckle. 

Larry’s smile fades away. With a serious look, he says, “Yeah, Lex. | 
guess so.” 

“In the meantime,” | slide a folder across the table. “Start making some 
phone calls to these people. The number written next to them is what I’m 
willing to pay for their stake in Bergstein’s company. If you run into any 
problems, call me. If not, you’ve got my approval to start buying them out.” 

Larry looks in the folder, then closes it. 

“You're still going to go through with it, huh?” 

“Yes. | can do this with or without you. What's it gonna be?” | ask, staring 
at him. 


“Okay, Lex. I'll get right on it,” he states, putting the folder in his black 
Gucci briefcase. “I'll keep you updated on the progress,” he says, rising 
from his chair. 

“Call only if you run into any problems. Elsewise, call me when everything 
is finalized,” | state, throwing two Benjamin Franklin's on the table. 

“Thanks for uh, lunch, Lex.” 


+. 


“You got it, ‘pal’. 


After having sex with Nea (she truly is remarkable in bed), we drink 
champagne as we lay in bed. On the Sony television is the ten o'clock 
news. Seems the murder rate in New York, AIDS, as well as rampant drug 
use, is on the rise. That's no concern of mine. 

“We were beginning to discuss what ‘this’ is that we're doing,” Nea states. 

“Having sex?” | grin. 

“No,” she snickers, tapping my shoulder with her finger. “Us, you know. 
What do you call ‘us’?” 

“I'm not sure you should put a label on us, Nea.” 

She s/ithers on top of me, her firm, big, natura/ breasts in my face. 

“Are we ‘together’?” she asks, grinning. 

“Of course we are. That is, if you don't contest it.” 

“Contest it? Ha! Lex, not everything is Wall Street jargon,” she laughs. 

“| guess I've had my mind in on my next quest,” | say, my arms now 
behind my neck, Nea's head now on my chest. 

“The Bergstein thing?” 

“Yes, that thing.” 

“When will that be over?” she inquires. 

“Probably by the end of next month. Just in time for the New Year.” 

“Good. When it's over, maybe you could come to Saudi Arabia for some 
time?” 

| look into Nea's beautiful brown eyes, and say, “Of course, Nea. Of 
course.” 


Le Cirque 


It's Friday 7pm, and I'm sitting next to Nea with Brewster, his date Gwen, 
and Spencer, who came here by himself, in one of New York's finest 
French restaurants. Nea is wearing a Vera Wang teal silk dress, with 
diamond earrings, bracelets, necklace, and the Piaget Lapis Diamond 
Sapphire watch | bought her. Under her chair is her Prada black leather 
clutch. I'm wearing a black YSL wool suit with notched lapels, silk black tie, 
white shirt, and shoes. Spencer has been telling stories to entertain the 
girls. 

“So | said, ‘Do / look like a clown? Because if | do, pu/l my nose and see 
what happens’,” he demonstrates, as the table laughs. Spencer is wearing 
a Classic beige Burberry wool suit, checked tie, white shirt with checked 
collar, and matching shoes. His blonde hair is always slicked back. His skin 
looks a tad pale tonight. 

“Spence, if / pull your nose, will Gwen fee! the vibration?” jests Brewster. 
He’s wearing a Hugo Boss black wool suit, tie, white shirt, with Calvin Klein 
black leather shoes. His wavy brown hair is slicked back as best as it can 
be. My black wavy hair looks much better than his and it's thicker. His date 
Gwen, pale skin, dark hair to her shoulders, thin body (Brewster likes his 
women thin), blue eyes, is wearing a black Anne Klein dress with matching 
slingbacks. Her black Moschino leather clutch lays on the side of her chair. 

“Only if you pull hard enough,” Spencer answers, sipping his Grey Goose 
rocks. 

Nea is drinking a Manhattan, Gwen a Sangria, Brewster a Maker’s Mark 
rocks, and I’m having a Johnnie Walker Blue rocks. 

“Nea, how’s the weather over in Saudi Arabia?” asks Gwen. Such an 
unimportant, du// question, but I’d expect nothing less from someone 
Brewster dates. 

“Warm, but manageable. When you grow up there, you get used to hot 
days and nights. Lex adapted very well when he was there. Didn't you, 
Lex?” she says, smiling. 

“| try to-” 


“Are you kidding, Nea? You could throw Lex out of an airplane, and he’d 
somehow /and on a seagull that would glide him to safety. Lex is that kind 
of guy,” interrupts Spencer, as the table laughs. Spence is clearly ‘buzzed’. 

“You're exaggerating things just a little bit,” | tell him, my thumb and index 
finger together. 

“Spencer, If | may ask, why didn’t you bring a date?” 

“Well Nea, a// my friends were engaged elsewhere tonight. Besides, how 
droll would it be for my attention to be on someone else other than you 
four?” he grins. 

“Can't argue with you there, Spence,” agrees Brewster. 

“Excuse me while | go to the Men’s Room for a bit.” Spencer walks 
around the crowded tables, past patrons sitting on roundabout couches, 
and enters the Men’s Room. Most of the men are wearing suits and the 
ladies, dresses. There are a few men, however, with their suit jackets 
draped on their chairs. 

“He’s a charming man,” states Gwen. 

“He’s a very private guy,” says Brewster. 

| look at Nea and say, “Spencer lives a bit of a different lifestyle than 
Brewster and |. He’s what you’d call someone who is eccentric.” 

“| gathered as much. He definitely admires you, as does Brewster. You 
can hear it in their voices. Oh Lex, this place is beautiful,” Nea exclaims. 

“Yes, it is quite the catch. Speaking of catch, Carrington has been coming 
through on gathering those oil contracts,” | state, looking at Brewster. 

“He sure has. He's been working late at the firm calling overseas 
customers in China.” 

“Good. We need as many as we can get to build on. | want to be the 
number one commodities firm in New York,” | state. 

“You're well on your way, Lex.” 

“Thank you Nea, but I'm not quite there yet. Once | acquire Bergstein’s 
firm and clients, I'll shoot to the top like a comet. Not even Benjamin Craine 
will be able to challenge me with his tech stocks, which I've a/so been 
acquiring,” | smirk. 

Spencer sits down, wipes his nose with his silk checked Burberry pocket 
square, and says, “There's a midget that does cartwheels in the bathroom if 
you tip him.” 


The girls chuckle as Brewster and | roll our eyes. 

“Nea, how does Lex /ook in shorts? Brewster and | have never seen him 
wear anything other than designer suits,” Spencer tells, as he looks for a 
waiter to give us refills and order our meals. 

“Lex looks sexy no matter what he wears,” reveals Nea, as she grasps 
my arm. 

“| guess that says it all,” Spencer says as he raises his glass. 
“Helllllllooo00000? Waiter? Waitress? Anyone!” he yells. 

A waiter walks by our table but Brewster yells, “Waiter!” and the putz 
turns and comes towards us. 

“We'd like refills and we're ready to order our meal and before you ask, | 
have no idea who our original waiter was,” explains Brewster. 

“| can find out for you, sir. Just give me-” 

“We'd like refills and we'd like to order our entrées now,” states Gwen, 
almost sounding urgent, her hand raised. 

“Er, of course, ma‘am. Your drinks are?” 

| tell him our drink order, followed by our entrées. Before he leaves, | 
hand him a hundred dollar bill. 

“Oh, thank you, sir.” 

“Patience should be rewarded,” | state. 

The waiter leaves and Brewster raises his glass. 

“Let’s toast to Lex and his firm, shall we? Who would’ve thought, other 
than you Lex, that success could come so quickly for all of us?” 

“Here, here, Brewster. /’// drink to that,” acknowledges Spencer. 

“So will |,” agrees Nea, as well as Gwen. 

“Thank you, Brewster. But as well as the firm is doing now, it can do 
better. And believe me when | tell you it wi// be soon enough.” 

“To Lex and all of us,” chimes in Spencer, as we drink in unison. 

Two waiters eventually arrive with our food as Spencer mumbles, “I 
thought I'd have to go back there and cook my own fucking meal in another 
minute,” as we each are handed our dishes. Nea rubs my leg, leans close 
to me, and says, “I’m having a wonderful time, Lex. Thank you.” We kiss as 
the others begin devouring their food. 

“You know Lex, there’s this company called Lab Corp that | heard through 
a friend of mine is going to really take off next year. | can put together a 


dossier if you like,” states Spencer, as he chews his Branzino In Crosta Di 
Sale O Alla Griglia. 

“Then buy some shares. Maybe start with a hundred thousand. Buy some 
for yourself on the side,” | say, as Gwen looks at Brewster. 

“A hundred thousand shares?” she says to him, her eyes widening. 

“That's actually /ow for Lex,” he adds. 

“| actually have to talk to you, well, both of us do, about where to, shall 
we say, place unknown quantities of money from dubious eyes?” Spencer 
suggests. 

“Later, Spencer. Not now,” | insist, as | taste my Carre Di Agnello Al 
Forno. Nea is eating the Tagliolini Al Pomodoro and Gwen is having the 
Risotto Frutti Di Mare. 

Brewster adds, “And Waste Management, Lex. That's a fund definitely 
worth looking into. Think about it: everyone, every place, needs their trash 
picked up, right? How can you go wrong?” he asks, as he cuts into his 
Tagliatelle Verdi Alla Bolognese. 

“Do the same as | told Spence, Brewster. We'll talk details later.” 

As much as | know | can trust Nea, | don't know anything about Gwen, 
and given Brewster’s previous ‘dates’ reputations, I'd rather speak about 
dealing with bank transfers in private with Spencer and Brewster, and not at 
a fucking restaurant. 

“How long are you in New York for, Nea?” inquires Spencer. 

“Lex and | haven't made a timeline. My father purchased an apartment at 
Trump Tower, so I've been furnishing it in my spare time. Lex has helped, 
too,” she smiles. 

“Trump Tower? My, my, next thing you'll tell me is you’ve got a connection 
to see the opening of Tru on Broadway,” Spencer grins. 

Nea looks at me. “It's a Broadway play opening next month. Spencer 
enjoys seeing those things,” | state. 

“Oh, it sounds like fun, Lex. Maybe we could go to one of those?” asks 
Nea as | stare at Spencer. He smiles and shrugs. 

We finish our meals and the girls decide they would like to order most of 
the items on the dessert menu. Nea truly is having fun, being here, 
drinking, and conversing with others. The waiter, the new one (who knows 


where the original twerp is) stands, his arms behind his back, as | tell him 
the dessert order. 

“The Gelato Affogato, Creme Brulee Le Cirque, Torta Della Nonna, and 
four Zuccotto Al Cioccolatos.” 

He nods and disappears through the kitchen doors. 

“I'm absolutely famished but I'll make room for some dessert,” laughs 
Spencer, as do the girls. The dessert eventually arrives and we consume it 
all within ten minutes. Brewster offers to split the bill between the three of 
us. | decline as the waiter hands me the bill, which totals $782.55. | hand 
him twelve hundred dollars and we all get up to leave. Outside, as we wait 
for cabs, Spencer whispers in my ear. “Lex, in case you're not aware of it, 
Nea is madly in love with you. It's much different than Karen.” 

“You're drunk, Spence.” 

“I'm not that drunk that | can’t see when someone is completely head 
over heels for you, Lex.” 

A cab comes and | allow Brewster, Gwen, and Spencer to have it. | rub 
Nea's shoulders, touching her fox fur coat. The night air is chilly as we 
stand under a lamppost. 

“Your friends are really nice people,” she assumes as a cab stops. | open 
the door for her and then tell the driver my address. 

“They're more like acquaintances than friends, Nea.” 

“Well, they think they're your friends. | can tell by the way their faces glow 
when they talk about you.” 

“They're making a lot of money at my firm, Nea. Trust me when | tell you 
I've seen the exact opposite of that and how people treat you is completely 
different from what you saw tonight.” 

Reggae music plays on the radio as the cabbie begins to drive to my 
apartment. 

“Okay, but they like you regardless, Lex. And so do I.” As we kiss in the 
cab, Spencer’s words seemingly hold more value than | give him credit for. 

After paying the driver and entering my apartment, Nea goes into the 
bedroom and asks me to close my eyes. 

“Don't open them yet!” she exclaims. 

| hear her enter the living room. There's a ‘click’ sound. The intro to a 
song I’m familiar with begins playing. 


“| heard this song on the radio in a black cab the other day, so | bought 
the CD. It's by someone named George Michael. It’s called ‘] Want Your 
Sex’. You can open your eyes now, Lex.” 

Nea stands before me wearing a gold beaded bra and panties, complete 
with a gold headpiece and beaded veil over her face. She has gold bangles 
on her wrists and ankles. 

“Well? Do you like it?” she asks, spinning. 

“The song or your outfit?” | jest. 

“The outfit, silly,” she teases. 

“You look beautiful, Nea. In fact, you always look beautiful,” | state, 
grabbing her and pulling up her veil and kissing her. | pick her up and 
gently lay her on my bed, kissing her toes, then massaging her neck as | 
kiss her red lips. In a matter of minutes, we have sex, but it actually feels 
more like making love, which is something | have not observed within, 
perhaps, ever. It’s the way we're kissing, the way her eyes peer deep into 
mine as we have intercourse, the way her hands feel on my body, rubbing 
up and down my back. It just fee/s different. Maybe it’s something else | 
haven't considered: maybe /’m actually falling for her. Afterwards, Nea tells 
me she loves me and never wants us to be separated for too long. 

“How do you feel about that, Lex?” she asks as she runs her hand 
through my thick hair. 

“| understand what you're saying, Nea. Believe me when | do. But do you 
think you'll never be bothered by the late night phone calls | get from Wally 
in Japan or someone else overseas? Or the amount of time I’m away for a 
business trip?” 

“Lex, | don’t care about any of those things. | only care about being with 
you. That's it.” 

She lays next to me, a smile on her face, as the moonlight comes through 
the window, onto our naked bodies. 


Art Galleria 


Saturday night finds me staring at a painting that is valued at $1.2 million. 
It has two colors splashed onto the canvas. There has never been, in the 
history of the world, a bigger scam than art. Nothing comes close to the 
brutal absurdity of overpricing something that looks like a three year old 
child made it. I’m flying over a Chinese math wiz with his interpreter next 
week to assist with my company’s finances. |’m setting them up in an 
apartment in the East 50’s. 

“What do you see, Lex?” Nea asks, a flute glass of champagne in her 
hand. 

“Absurdity.” 

Nea is wearing a black beaded satin Vera Wang gown with matching 
Manolo Blahnik heels. 

“| can see that as well, especially with the price tag,” she agrees. 
I'm wearing a Prada tuxedo with Ferragamo black cap toe shoes. The 
walls of the galleria are white, bland, boring. The people here are the same. 
“| saw the paintings in your father’s home, but | didn’t know you enjoyed 
art,” | say, sipping my champagne. 

“Who do you think decorated those walls? | did, Lex,” she says, grinning. 

As we kiss, | see a sight in the corner of my eye that is most unpleasant 
and quite unbelievable at the same time: Karen. She’s with Gerald. 

“Oh, look Lex. It’s that nice realtor | told you about; Karen.” Nea walks to 
Karen, says something, and brings her around with Gerald. 

“Lex, this is Karen. Karen, Lex.” 

Before | say anything, Karen extends her hand for me to grasp. 

“Nice to meet you, Lex.” | see her tap Gerald on the back as she says 
this. 

“Yes, er, nice to finally meet ‘The’ Lex Wellker,” he snivels, as we shake 
hands. 

“Did you ever find an apartment in New York, Nea?” Karen asks, as she 
looks at me. She’s wearing a black satin Chanel dress with matching heels. 
Gerald is wearing some cheap suit. 


“Yes | did, thank you for asking. My father bought an apartment at Trump 
Tower. I'll be staying there whenever | come to New York,” she states, not 
saying anything about staying with me. 

“And how often do you think that will be?” questions Karen, her fake smile 
showing her glistening, white teeth. 

“Oh, I’m not sure, but | do enjoy the city and the sights,” Nea replies. 

Pointing to me, Karen says, “Well, it was nice meeting you, Lex. And 
Nea? I’m glad you found a place to stay.” 

Karen finishes her champagne, grabs another one from a waiter’s tray 
walking by, and leaves with Gerald. 

Nea looks at me indifferent and says, “Lex, please excuse me while | go 
to the Ladies Room.” 

“Of course, Nea.” 

Okay, okay, | saw how she looked at Lex, no doubt she knows Lex, so 
why did she lie and act like she didn’t and why did Lex comply, 
unless....... yes, that has to be it. Women know women, and | know that 
look she gave him. Lex must have found out where | was staying through 
Karen somehow, which means they probably dated or...... or worse, she 
was his girlfriend or something else but what else could there be? That has 
to be it. She was his girlfriend and Lex pretended not to know her because 
he didn’t want it to be awkward for me. That has to be it. Should | tell him 
what | think? Does it matter? Yes, it matters. If | want to be in a relationship 
with this man then we cannot have anything between us that involves other 
people in our lives. The only way to go forward is to put the past behind 
you. Mummy taught me that, so at some point I'll have to discuss this with 
Lex, and the sooner the better. But not here, not in public and certainly not 
with Karen around. 

As | watch Nea walk away, | catch up to Karen. Touching Karen’s 
shoulder, | ask, “Why didn’t you tell Nea you knew me?” 

“Why hurt her too, Lex? Don’t you think you’ve hurt enough people in 
your life already?” Her dark eyes peer into me as Gerald, the wimp, looks 
on. 

“Karen |-” 


“What do you want me to do about your mail, Lex? | can throw it away if 
you like,” she bickers. 

“I'll take care of it.” 

Seeing Nea come out of the bathroom, | leave Karen and meet her in 
front of a painting that looks like someone literally threw up and glued the 
remains on a canvas. 

“Are you enjoying yourself, Nea?” 

“It's actually quite boring here. Maybe we could grab a bite to eat?” 

“Of course. You sure there’s nothing you don’t see that catches your eye 
to buy?” 

“No, Lex. I’m sure.” 

There’s something different about Nea; her voice, the way she looked at 
me just now. Does she suspect Karen and | know each other? And if so, 
how? A light rain begins as we stand on the sidewalk of Houston Street. 
Nea is uncannily quiet in the yellow cab. She says nothing and just looks 
out the window. Couples squint under umbrellas and those without begin to 
walk hastily. | didn't bring an umbrella, but that's definitely not what's 
bothering Nea. 

“You're silent. It's not becoming of you,” | say to her. 

“Why didn't you tell me you know Karen? And why did she go along 
pretending with you?” she questions, her bold brown eyes looking into 
mine. 

Nea is an intelligent woman. Losing her isn't the only thing at stake if | lie; 
Saleh would find a way to opt out of our oil deal if Nea goes back home to 
Saudi Arabia upset. And that's the bigger issue here. 

“Because it doesn't matter, Nea. She's a drunk. We dated for a period of 
time, and it's over. | can't speak for her actions tonight.” 

Nea contemplates this for a few seconds as we hit traffic. The cabbie 
honks at a bus stuck in the crossing lane between East Second Avenue 
and First Avenue. 

“Always the buses, mon,” he says, shaking his head. 

We slowly move forward as rain begins to fall heavier. When | was 
younger and | heard the pinging sounds of the rain on the concrete walls of 
the wayward home for boys | stayed at, I'd try to count the drops as they 
hit. It always put me to sleep. 


“That's how you knew | was staying at the Waldorf? She told you? But 
that would mean you and her were-” 

“No, Nea. We stopped dating a long time before that and it was amicable 
when we did. | called Karen the week you were here. She already knew | 
was looking for an office space so | asked her if she found one yet. She 
said she hadn't had time so | asked her if that day was good and she said 
no, she had an appointment with a client, a woman, that flew in from Saudi 
Arabia that couldn't be changed. | asked her the name and she said it was 
you. As for knowing you stayed at the Waldorf, | remembered reading an 
article in Forbes magazine about your father. The last time he was in New 
York he stayed at the Waldorf Astoria.” Most of that was a lie, some of it 
wasn'e. 

“How long were you two broken up before you met me?” 

“| honestly do not remember. Maybe a few months,” | lie. 

She sits in silence for thirty seconds before speaking. 

“| believe you, Lex. You don't have any reason to not speak the truth and 
you can't fake the great sex we've had,” she smirks. 

“There's nothing fake about my feelings for you, Nea.” 

| kiss her softly on her lush lips. 

“| know, Lex. Mine as well.” 

We eventually arrive at a French restaurant. Though it looks as if there 
are no tables available, | give the hostess a fifty and she seats us in 
minutes. During the meal, Nea tells me the Broadway plays she's 
interested in seeing. In the back of my mind | think, fucking Spencer. We 
decide on The Phantom of The Opera and Cats. Personally, | could care 
less about either play but regardless of what Nea says, | need to smooth 
over the uneasiness in the air. 

“It'll be such fun, Lex. I've never been to a Broadway play. Have you?” 
she wonders. 

“No,” | honestly answer. With women, sometimes you know where the 
conversation is going before the next words are spoken. | already know 
Karen’s name is on her lips before she speaks. 

“Karen never asked you?” she inquires. 

“No. Like | said before, Karen is an alcoholic. If you've ever dated one, 
you know things don't go smooth with them.” 


“Is that why you two broke up? Or rather, stopped dating?” she asks, 
perhaps sarcastically? Once a woman has another woman on her mind, 
that's it: no room for any other subject. You have to convince her that 
there's nothing left between her and you. If you don't, the unforgiving haze 
will linger in the air worse than any smog in New York City or Los Angeles. 

“Yes, it was the main reason. Nea, it's over with her and has been for 
quite some time,” | reassure her, touching her hand. 

“| love you. That's it.” 

“Thank you, Lex. Believe it or not, | needed to hear that. | don't know why, 
but | did. | love you too, baby.” 

After we've finished eating, we go back to my apartment. Nea showers as 
| speak to Wally about which Tech stocks are on the rise. Afterwards, | 
shower as Nea gets into bed and watches TV. Drying myself off, | enter the 
bedroom. 

“Nea, what day would you like to...” 

She's as/eep. 


Arrangements 


Larry calls me Monday morning. All but three shareholders have decided 
to sell. He asks if I'll raise my price for the last three. 

“Raise it by five percent. No more than that.” 

“You got it, Lex.” 

Spencer calls me and tells me there’s an Asian guy by the name of Wu 
waiting for me. 

“Seriously, Lex. Where do you find these people? | mean, the guy doesn’t 
speak a fucking word of English,” he berates. 

“He doesn't need to, Spence. He finished in the top three in his country in 
a math tournament. His country, Spence. Japan. The guy’s a genius by any 
measurement of the word. His interpreter should have been with him. He 
must be securing their belongings at the apartment | set them up in. | 
brought Wu over here to ensure that all our funds at up properly 


everywhere, especially if or when the SEC audits us. I’m in a cab now. I'll 
be there shortly.” 

“Don’t you mean when they audit you? It is your firm,” he snickers. 

“Okay wiseass, but just remember there’s a trail that leads back to you 
and Brewster, too.” 

“Then | guess I'll have to buy some of that hot Saudi oil and burn the 
trail,” he laughs. 

| created a position for Wu solely for the reasons | just stated to Spencer. 
It always amazed me when | read about some bullshit scandal that firms 
got screwed for. It always inevitably led back to some form of money, 
whether it was insider trading, money placed in various accounts not 
taxable then brought back into US banks triggering red flags, stocks being 
‘hedged’ by day traders and short sellers so they could make a quick buck, 
something that could have been avoided if each firm hired just one person 
to oversee the operation. Of course, as that operation continues to grow, 
more people will have to be hired. You just have to make sure you hire the 
right people. The driver begins to hit the pedal harder when he sees an 
opening, which is rare at this hour. Spencer, Brewster, and Carrignton will 
be leaving the office soon since it’s past five pm, which means Mallory will 
be the only one left with Wu. | tell her I'll be there in about twenty minutes, 
then | call Nea and tell her there’s a new employee that | have to get settled 
in and that I'll do it quickly. After thirty minutes, we arrive at my building. 
The fare is $68.55. | give the driver a hundred and walk away. He tried to 
get me here as fast as he could. 

“Thanks for staying Mallory. The extra time will most definitely be 
reflected in your pay check this week. Actually, here. Why wait?” 

| hand Mallory three hundred dollars for staying an extra hour. She’s good 
at taking calls, delaying appointments, canceling ones that | don’t need, 
arranging reservations for myself and the guys when we need them. It’s 
best to keep people like her happy so they fee/ appreciated. 

“Thank you, Mr. Wellker.” 

“Lex, Mal. Call me Lex. I’ve told you that before,” | state. 

“Well, thank you Lex, then. Oh, Mr. Wu is coming out of the rest room 
now. Will that be all for this evening?” she asks. Her brown hair is in a bun 


and she’s wearing a white blouse, pink jacket, and skirt from Macy’s. Her 
pink heels are from Bennis Edwards. 

“Yes, that will be all.” 

Turning to Wu, | extend my hand. 

Shaking it, he says, “Ello, Mr. Welkr.” 

“Listen Wu. Just you being here after six pm on a Monday night tells me 
your work ethic surpasses any Americans on Wall Street but | gotta tell you 
pal, without your interpreter present, there isn’t much | can show or tell you. 
How about you go to your apartment and come here eight am tomorrow 
morning? Bring Li and the three of us will go over a few things. Sound 
good?” 

Wu smiles and nods his head. At the very least, it seems like he 
understands some English. 

“Great. Let me call a black cab for you.” 

After arranging for Wu to leave, | forego a cab and walk to Trump Tower 
to see Nea, who’s arranging some furniture that arrived earlier today. 
During the walk, | look at men and women hustling to their destinations, 
most unsure where their lives are headed. Couples with delusions of 
grandeur hold hands, pretending to care about one another, but knowing, 
as soon as someone ‘better’ comes along, he or she (more likely she) will 
dump their lover in a snap of their fingers. | look to my left and see 
Rockefeller Center ripe with tourists. A few homeless vagrants shake cups 
with coins in them at gullible visitors. I've got a thriving business, a beautiful 
woman (I must admit and very rare indeed to find a woman beautiful on the 
outside and inside) waiting for me in her apartment, and yet, | can’t stop 
thinking about Bergstein’s share. | need Bergstein’s firm. It will be the 
added cake topper, the exclamation point, on what | desire: total 
dominance in Wall Street. In the elevator, music from Air Supply plays. As 
the doors begin to close, a woman hurries towards it. 

“Stop! Wait for-” 

The doors close. | do not take orders from anyone anymore. As | 
approach her apartment, | hear Nea on the phone, speaking in Arabic. 
Entering, she looks my direction. 

“Mummu, Lex just walked in. Okay. Love you, too. See you soon.” 

Hanging up, we hug each other. 


“Lex. Mother misses me, as does daddy. How would you feel if | flew 
back home Saturday?” she asks. 

“I'll miss you, but | understand. They're your family and they miss you, as 
you do them. I'll be here when you decide to come back,” | assure her, as | 
hold her close to me. 

“It'll only be for a week or so. | want to make sure the apartment is fully 
furnished before | leave,” she states. 

“Of course, Nea. If there's anything | can help you with, please let me 
know. You've done a great job so far with the place,” | compliment. 

“Thank you, honey. I'll call daddy tomorrow and have him arrange for the 
jet to pick me up Saturday at JFK. I'm going to miss you so much, baby.” 

| kiss her soft, wet, red lips and immediately | have an erection. That 
never happened with Karen. | begin rubbing her breasts underneath her 
white blouse. While we kiss, she unzips my slacks and begins to stroke my 
rock hard penis. 

“Oh, baby,” she moans. 

She begins blowing me, licking and sucking my shaft, in and out of her 
mouth. | plant my hand on the back of her head, in direct movement with 
her mouth. | control myself not to have an orgasm in her mouth (this time), 
so I'll be ready for intercourse with her when she’s done. Pulling her up. | 
carry her to her couch, where | rip off her white slacks and lace underwear, 
and immediately begin fingering her wet vagina as | softly lick her clitoris. 

“Lex! Fuck! Yes!” she yells, grabbing my hair. 

She comes to a riveting orgasm as | lick her juice up and swallow. 
Grabbing her right leg, | lick her toes as she grasps my shaft and places 
the tip of it inside her soaking snatch. | begin thrusting her vagina in and 
out, first slowly, then as | suck her toes, | go faster and faster, pounding her 
till she comes to another orgasm. 

“Oh baby, oh baby, oh baby, yes, yes, yeeeeeeees!” she screams in 
ecstasy, moving her hips up and down on my rocket penis. | fee/ her cum 
on my solid shaft. Flipping her over, | spread her ass and begin licking 
inside, my tongue going round and round. | wait for her to tell me to stop, 
but she doesn't. She just sits there, bent over on the couch, her arms 
grabbing the top of it, as | get her anus wet inside from my saliva. Getting 


up, | rub her vagina with my penis, getting the tip of it wet. Slowly, | place it 
inside Nea's anus. My strokes at first are slow. | try looking at her face to 
see if she’s grimacing or not, but her head is in between her arms on the 
top of the couch. | begin going faster and she doesn't resist. Nea begins to 
moan, as my penis goes in and out of her sweet ass. | spank her ass gently 
and avoid pulling her hair (| have too much respect for her to do that), until 
I’ve had my thrill. As I’m about to have an orgasm, | pull out. Nea turns 
around, gets on her knees, opens her mouth, and with her tongue hanging 
out, | shoot a huge load of semen on her tongue and inside her mouth. She 
swallows it a//, then takes my throbbing cock, places it inside her mouth, 
and sucks off the rest of my cum. An immediate thought comes into my 
mind; one that has never done so before: this woman’s a keeper. 


The next few days Nea furnishes her apartment while | continue to go to 
the office. She calls me Thursday afternoon to tell me she’s finished. | tell 
her we'll go to an early dinner to celebrate before seeing The Phantom of 
The Opera tonight. As I’m filing away the latest oil charts, Brewster walks 
in. 

“Did you hear? Anderson's having a boy,” he says. 

“Another asshole born into the world, Brewster. Lovely. Tell me that isn't 
why you're standing here?” | question. 

“No, it's not. I'm a bit concerned about Spencer, Lex,” states Brewster. 

Placing the files on my desk, | look up and ask, “What for?” 

“Well, let's just say he's been overindulging a bit,” Brewster smirks, 
standing with his hands in his grey wool Brooks Bros. suit pants pockets. 

“What Spencer does when he's not here is no concern of mine, Brewster. 
I've got enough shit on my plate as it is with trying to get these last three 
buffoons to sell me their shares in Bergstein’s firm,” | interject. 

“Hey, | Know you're busy Lex, we al/ are, but | thought we could maybe 
talk to him here, away from prying eyes. Not some stupid intervention or 
anything. Just us offering our advice to him in regards to his-” 

Holding up my hand, | speak. 


“First: Spencer is mature enough to understand the risks his lifestyle 
brings. Second: who are you to judge anyone? How many times have you 
come out of the Men’s Room wiping your nose?” | condemn. 

Brewster doesn't say anything for a few seconds as | stare at him. 

“Anything else?” | ask with a rushed tone. 

“No, Lex.” 

“Good. I’ve got to leave now and take Nea for dinner, then a stupid play, 
no thanks to Spencer.” 

“Hey, you never know, Lex. Maybe you'll actually enjoy yourself,” states 
Brewster unamusingly. 

“| don't like having my satellite phone turned off, Brewster. You know 
that.” 

“Then keep it on, Lex. What’s the worst that can happen?” he shrugs. 
“You piss off some people sitting next to you? That wouldn't be anything 
new.” 

Looking intently at him, | say, “Watch your tone, Brewster. Just because | 
brought you over here doesn’t mean you're ‘safe’. Understand?” 

“Sure, Lex. You’re the boss.” 

As he leaves, I'm reminded about a few things regarding ‘friends’, 
co-workers, acquaintances, whomever you work for, with, or works for you. 
They'll fuck you over first chance they get. I've seen it time and time again. 
Without a shadow of a doubt, if the opportunity arose for Brewster, 
Spencer, even Carrington, for any one of them, to take over this firm and 
push me out, they'd do it in /ess than a heartbeat. Friends fuck you worse 
than your enemies do. You know exactly what to suspect when you're 
dealing with someone who hates you. It's the guy that's close to you, that 
you think is your friend, that stabs you in the back while looking in your eye 
and shaking your hand at the same time. | have to keep my guard up at all 
times. It not only is the one, true way to become and stay a successful 
businessman, it's the only way to stave off the animals that come pecking 
for you in life. 


It's Friday morning, November 17, and Nea has been here for a/most two 
weeks. We spent the night at her apartment in Trump Tower and had great 


sex in her new Italian leather bed. She flys back to Saudi Arabia tomorrow 
afternoon. She hasn't mentioned Karen’s name since that night. The 
relationship with Karen was different; even though we lived together, she 
was passed out most nights on the couch from drinking, so | could conduct 
my business without feeling anyone was there. Not to mention she didn't 
give a shit if | went out to a club, bar, etc. Nea though, unlike Karen, 
genuinely loves me and wants to be with me as much as possible. Though 
she stays quiet when I'm on the phone and doesn't get in the way of me 
going into my office | feel as if........ what the fuck, Lex? She's doing 
everything she can to be supportive of you. | think | need to just move 
ahead with business, accept Nea for the (wonderful) woman she is, and 
think about what future we may have between us. It is vital to maintain an 
amicable relationship with her father. Just one more reason why | took her 
to the Broadway play, which she enjoyed immensely. There's something 
about Broadway plays that women love. | never knew a woman that did not 
enjoy a single one. Thankfully, she’s leaving tomorrow so no ‘Cats’ this time 
around. Larry calls me later and tells me it's done: the last three holdouts 
have sold their shares of Bergstein’s firm. | call Bergstein and set up a late 
lunch with him Downtown at a Jewish restaurant near his office on Wall 
Street. I'm sure he knows by now that I'm the one buying all the shares of 
his company. | figure having a ‘friendly’ chat is the best way for him to 
agree to sell his stake in his company after | give him a tender offer for it. 
It's the easiest way for me to obtain his firm, and perhaps, the only way. At 
least, the only foreseeable way. | arrive five minutes before four pm. I'm 
wearing a dark grey wool Versace suit and shirt, and an Armani grey silk tie 
with black leather shoes. | see Bergstein conversing with a man next to 
him. Bergstein’s wearing his usual brown plaid suit. The man next to him, 
round balding head, thick eyebrows, glasses, beady eyes, is wearing a 
black wool Pierre Cardin suit, tie, and white button down shirt with Santoni 
leather shoes. 

“Lex, please sit,” addresses Bergstein. 

| sit and look at the man next to him. I'm guessing it's his attorney. 

“Lex, this is Simon. He's my attorney.” 

“How do you do, Lex?” he asks as he extends his hand. | decline to 
shake it. 


“| thought perhaps you and | would be able to work out our differences 
amongst ourselves,” | say to Bergstein, pointing at him, then myself. 

With a smug look, he says, “I never knew you to be the stand up 
comedian type. | guess it's true what they say: you can teach an old dog 
new tricks.” 

The arrogant sod continues to disrespect me. Who exactly does he think 
he is? 

“Come again?” 

“Lex, you've bought out all my shareholders in a futile attempt to take 
over my company. You did this without giving me the courtesy of even 
telling me beforehand you were going to do this. No phone call, no direct 
conversation. If you were in my shoes, how would you feel?” he questions, 
raising his bushy, white eyebrows. His skin has so many lines on his face 
that you could take out a pen and draw a fucking maze. 

“How would | feel, you ask? | wouldn't. | don’t fee/, Bergstein. | never let 
my emotions get involved in business. If someone like me tried to take over 
my firm, I'd have already crushed him. But that's why I’m sitting here now. 
You don’t have what it takes to run a business anymore, Bergstein. That 
was apparent when you announced you were retiring at the end of the year. 
Why not do the noble thing and sell me your shares? We can make this 
convenient or it can get ugly. You're call, ‘pal’,” | point. 

“Pal? You really are an arrogant son of a bitch, Lex. Anyone ever have 
the balls to tell you that to your face? Probably not. | should have-” 

“Er, sorry to interrupt, but | think it's best we get on with the business at 
hand, don't you?” Simon asks, looking at Bergstein. 

“Yes, Simon. You're right.” 

| noticed that both of them are drinking, probably scotch by the looks of it. 
A waiter notices ‘someone new sitting at the table and asks what I'd like to 
drink. 

“Nothing,” | state. 

Looking at Bergstein | say, “I won't be staying for long.” 

The twat leaves and Simon begins speaking. 

“Lex, we invited you here this afternoon to make you an offer for your 
shares. Please take a look at this paper.” 


Simon pulls out a paper with his letterhead on it. As he slides it across 
the table, | grab it, tear it into pieces, and toss the rest on the ground. 

“Um, well,-” 

“No, Simon. We did it your way and he responded exactly the way | said 
he would,” interrupts Bergstein. 

“| came here in good faith today, Bergstein. | thought we agreed on the 
phone to discuss options for buying you out. If you're going to-” 

“You thought wrong, Lex. | won't break bread with you or those Arabs in 
Saudi Arabia that you sold your soul to for some malarkey oil deal,” he 
accuses. 

“Careful, Bergstein. You shouldn't get emotional and let your heritage get 
in the way of a good deal. And just to be clear, that oil deal is a great deal,” 
| state enthusiastically. 

“You see what | mean about him, Simon? Who hired you, Lex? Me, that’s 
who,” he points to himself. “Is this how you treat anyone that’s ever given 
you an opportunity?” 

“One reason | came here today was because of that. The other is to 
make you an offer so you can retire gracefully into the sunset.” | raise my 
arms. 

“Do you know what happens January ‘st, at exactly midnight, Lex? | 
retire, Lex. And those precious shares you do desperately need to take 
over my company, my life's work, retire with me.” 

“| can wait, Bergstein. Patience is my virtue,” | acknowledge, sitting back 
in the wooden chair. 

“Waiting for me to die, Lex? You're all class, Wellker. Well, if that's the 
case, it looks like you're going to have a very /ong wait. I'm in good health. | 
realistically can live another twenty, maybe thirty years. In the meantime, 
who knows what can happen to my company? | don't see you and me 
sitting in on a conference, convening on the direction of the firm. Because 
that's what it would be, Lex. You and me. Even though I'll be retired, I'll still 
be the one that needs to okay every major decision. | can tell you right now 
that there's no way I'd ever agree to anything you ever suggested.” 

It seems Bergstein’s hatred of me outshines any offer that | can make. 


“Okay, you've said your piece. What's your price,” | ask, pulling out my 
checkbook. 

“You may as well burn that book like you burned every bridge you've ever 
crossed in your life, Lex.” 

Getting up, | straighten my suit jacket, look at the men huddled on stools 
drinking at the bar, then look at Bergstein. 

“| came here in mind with conducting the utmost diplomacy but you’ve 
turned this into a war. | may lose a battle here and there, but | never lose 
the war. Good day, Bergstein.” 

As | walk out of the restaurant | hear him say, “Always a first time, Lex! 
Always a first time.” 

Outside, | grab a black cab. Yes, they’re overpriced, but getting a yellow 
cab as they change shifts during rush hour is a/most impossible. | call Larry 
and ask him what, if any, legal rights | have after the conversation with 
Bergstein. 

“Nothing really, Lex. It’s like | told you before: you may be wasting a lot of 
your money and time for nothing. Mind if | ask you a question?” 

“What, Lar?” 

“You've got a shitload of money coming in from those oil contracts with 
your connection in Saudi Arabia, from the tech stocks, from gold, silver, 
everything you've touched has turned to platinum status. Why go after this? 
Why not just let it go?” 

“Because it’s almost in my grasp, Lar. And once I’ve touched it, once I’ve 
felt it, | have to have it.” 

There’s a slight pause on the phone from Larry as we hit bumper to 
bumper traffic on Water Street. 

“Okay, Lex. If anything comes to mind, I'll let you know. For now, you 
gotta be content with holding all the shares in Bergstein’s firm except the 
ones that really count: his.” 

“They all count, Lar. You'll see.” 

He’s right, though. As long as that bastard is alive, there isn’t anything | 
can do about it. The probability that Bergstein would just up and decide to 
sell to me is running at Zero point Zero percent now. Fucking prick. Is Karen 
dating Gerald? If so, for how long? Perhaps it wasn’t just her closing deals 
with clients that kept her out late at nigh. For some reason, these thoughts 


just came across my mind. Two years in a relationship with her and | feel 
nothing about leaving her. If anything, if there is a feeling of any sort, it's 
relief. No more arguments when she's drunk, no more cleaning up after her 
(liquor spills on the table, stains on the carpet, vomit on the bathroom tile). 
Unfuckingbelievable | stayed with her as long as | did. After all the bullshit | 
put up with her, and she couldn't even find me fucking office space in 
Midtown or give me Nea's room number. The driver pulls up to Trump 
Tower. | pay him $85 and exit into the fast-walking masses outside. You can 
hear the click-clack of women’s heels as they shuffle past each other to go 
home, either by walking, bus, subway, or cab. Nea’s jet comes in tomorrow 
afternoon at JFK. I'll make sure she’s on time for her departure. Inside her 
apartment, | see her Tumi luggage bags opened on the floor, clothes 
hanging on the sides of them. 

“I’ve been packing since you left. I'll miss you, baby,” she admits, hugging 
me, then kissing me. 

“As will | you, dear. Let's get a quick bite to eat. You can finish packing 
when we come back.” 

“Sounds good to me. And after dinner?” she teases. 

“That will be our dessert.” 


Departure 


We take two black cabs to JFK. One wasn't enough to carry the luggage 
Nea is bringing back with her. The jet will accommodate her and her 
luggage. I'm quite sure of that being as I've been on it twice already. As 
expected, we hit traffic halfway there. In the car, we talk about her family, 
her friends, and when she will be coming back to New York. 

“Are you sure you're not going to forget about me?” Nea asks frowning, 
almost whining. 

“Of course not, Nea. Either you'll be back here in no time or I'll see you 
over there.” 

Her eyes ‘light’ up when | say this. 


“Really? You'd fly back so soon, Lex?” 

“Of course. Isn't that what people do for the one they love?” | say, looking 
into her big, brown eyes, with heavy mascara. Her eyeshadow, multiple 
colors, enhance her already beautiful eyes. 

“Thank you, Lex. I'm so glad we met.” 

After twenty minutes of slugging it along at ten miles per hour, traffic 
breaks on the Parkway and we quickly arrive at the Departure lane. 
Outside the car, | assist the drivers in getting Nea's luggage. Three 
employees come and get her bags and luggage. As we hold each other, we 
kiss. It's a long kiss. 

“| love you, Lex. I'll call you when | land.” 

“Great. Love you too, Nea. Have a safe flight.” 


I'm awakened Sunday early morning by the ringing of my satellite phone. 
It's Nea, telling me nonsense regarding her family, friends, this, that. | 
sometimes forget Saudi Arabia is plus eight hours ahead. After we talk, | 
sleep for a few more hours. Spoke to Wally last night after leaving the 
airport. A few more tech stocks are popping up so I'll be buying chunks of 
shares at opening bell in Japan. | have to remember to send Wally a nice 
size bonus in his Cayman Islands account this week. Surprisingly, Karen 
hasn't called about anything. | would have thought she would bother me 
about something by now. Unless, of course, being with Gerald at the Art 
Galleria Show was more than just a date. Regardless, I'm relieved she's 
out of my life. Thankfully, those three accounts | asked Gerry to open in the 
Cayman Islands are flowing with my oil money, fax free. Oil prices are rising 
again. Saleh was correct in our conversation. Though | know he wouldn't 
want to lose money, | can't help thinking he would gladly short Oil and cap 
production to screw me if | ever hurt his daughter. Things are going well 
between her and | but if there's one thing set in stone about women it's this: 
they let their emotions override rationality. This is definitely something | 
have to deal with and deal with soon: ask Nea to marry me or just take 
things as they come? The latter means I'm not in as much control as I'd like 
to be. The former means lots of flying back and forth to Saudi Arabia, 
having Nea by my side more than I'd like, and becoming more involved with 


Saleh's businesses. However, | did say Nea was a ‘keeper’. Who knows? 
Maybe if | asked her to marry me she'd turn me down. At any rate, | have 
six weeks till Bergstein officially retires to make him change his mind. 
Doubttul, but if there’s anything history has taught me, it’s this: anything can 
happen, anything can change, at any given time. Time to do my push-ups 
and sit-ups. Exercising helps cleanse my mind. Afterwards, | sit at my 
mahogany table in the kitchen, drink a strawberry and banana smoothie, 
and contemplate whether to propose to Nea or just leave things be. For 
some reason, those thoughts keep coming into my mind. Sometimes life’s 
grandest decisions comes down to two words: fuck it. She’s a great woman 
and if she accepts, then | marry into royalty, thereby boosting my own 
personal portfolio by billions more. If she doesn’t accept, then Saleh will 
know | at least had good intentions. | call Tiffanys and make an 
appointment for later today. In the meantime, I'll look at their catalog and 
see if anything interests me. 


| wind up buying Nea a 3.5 carat diamond platinum ring at Tiffanys. | 
know I’m going against the thought process of not knowing her as well as 
I’d like, diving into this like | am, but sometimes you have to take chances 
in life. If you don’t, you'll spend your whole life on the sidelines watching 
others succeed and wishing you had been the one with the balls to take a 
few risks. I’ve never played things safe and I’m not going to start now. As 
soon as | know when Nea will be flying back, I'll arrange for a florist to 
deliver four dozen roses to my apartment and I'll propose to her that same 
night. Women Jove roses. | never understood why but know what? | don’t 
need to know the answer. | just need to know that they do and that’s good 
enough for me. 


The next ten days fly by. Wu is doing (as | Knew he would) an excellent 
job making sure the numbers all add up correctly and correspondingly, 
making sure there are multiple trails created (a few already have been 
before | hired him) to throw off any scent-smelling bureaucrats. | buy my 
own Learjet and name it Lex-01. | did this for convenience and because | 
do not want to be beridden to Saleh in any way for traveling to and from 


Saudi Arabia. | make my own way in life. The pilot, Scramm, is a Vietnam 
War veteran. | hired him because | may need secrecy and compliance if | 
travel to the Cayman Islands. | never would’ve thought that I'd have my 
own jet at the age of twenty-seven. | thought perhaps by thirty I'd have one. 
Think big, dream big. I've accomplished every goal relating to business this 
year but one: obtaining Bergstein’s firm. There has to be a way to get him 
to sell me his shares. 


Four Seasons 


It’s Thursday the thirtieth, the last day in November. I’m walking into The 
Four Seasons restaurant, wearing a black wool Prada suit and shoes. As 
always, the place is packed. Nea arrives Sunday, December 3rd. I'll 
propose to her that evening. However, before doing so, I'll call Saleh out of 
respect, and tell him of my intentions. | see Spencer waving me to the 
table. He’s seated next to Brewster and Carrington. All three, with faces 
grinning, show me their wrists, flashing the watches | bought them in 
unison. Two Cartier and one Tag Heuer. 

“Great. Glad you guys like them. We're going full steam ahead with those 
oil contracts,” | compliment. 

“Lex, do you think they call this “The Pool Room’ because of that 
oversized bath tub behind me,” Spencer says, gesturing to the rectangular 
‘pool’ behind him. 

“Hey, Spence. I'll give you a thousand bucks if you jump in,” Brewster 
challenges, pulling out his black leather Ferragamo wallet. 

“Only if you and Carrington dive in after me,” he concedes. 

“Not happening,” disputes Carrington. 

“| think I’d rather stay dry,” admits Brewster. 

“I've been selling so much oil lately | think I'll buy a barrel for myself, jump 
in, and bathe myself in it,” laughs Spencer. 


“If you do that Spence, you'll ruin your perfect hair,” states Brewster. He's 
wearing a dark grey wool Brooks Bros. suit and black leather lace-up 
shoes. 

“Please, Brewster. I'd still have less oil in my hair than Anderson uses,” 
he smiles. 

“Speaking of Anderson,” interrupts Carrington. “I saw him at Lusty 
Willow’s the other night. Lex, he wanted me to tell you he's ‘open for 
conversation’. | guess he heard how well the firm is doing,” he says. 
Carrington’s dark brown hair is slicked back and he's wearing a black 
Calvin Klein wool suit with black Allen Edmonds shoes. 

“Next time you see him, tell him | said ‘the ground's a bit murky now, isn't 
it? Not as solid as you thought’. Got that?” | ask. 

“Sure, Lex. His wife's expecting next year, you know.” 

“| know, Carrington. Am | supposed to give a shit?” | glare at him. 

“Ah, no. | was just-” 

“Shutting the fuck up and having another drink,” intercedes Spencer, 
grabbing Carrington’s arm. 

“Anyway, any word from Bergstein, Lex?” Brewster inquires. 

“No. He's a hard-headed bastard. That much | do know. I'm running out of 
time till he retires. Once he does, he'll travel the world and bask in whatever 
spotlight he can to taunt me with his shares,” | predict. 

“Well, maybe lady luck will be on your side and Bergstein will fall down 
and never get up,” quips Spencer. 

“Hey, stranger things have happened in a shorter amount of time,” insists 
Carrington. 

“Really? Like what?” Brewster inquires. 

“| don't know. I'm just saying, you know.” Carrington shrugs as a 
gaunt-looking waiter arrives, taking my drink order: Jack rocks. Speaking of 
looking gaunt...... 

“Looks like you lost some weight, Spence.” 

“Oh, you know me, Lex. I'm a real stickler for the stairmaster,” he jests. 
Spencer is wearing a dark blue wool Ted Baker suit with dark brown A. 
Testoni loafers. 


The waiter arrives with my drink and gets refills for the guys: Stoli rocks 
for Spencer, Jameson rocks for Brewster, and an Apple martini for 
Carrington. 

“You know what Bergstein wants, Lex,” states Brewster. 

“What's that, Brewster?” 

“He wants you to admit he beat you and-” 

He pauses as | rip into his soul with my eyes. 

“Let me rephrase that. He wants you to think he beat you so you'll sell 
back all your shares to him, in which he'll then put them on the open 
market, selling them at whatever cost to a gazillion people, thereby 
usurping you. At least, that's what | think he'd do,” he says, sipping his 
drink. 

“What he wants and what he'll get are two very different things, Bewster.” 

He looks at me, nods, and chugs his whiskey. 

“Hey! Hey, you,” Spencer says to a waiter, pulling him aside. “If | jump in 
that tub of water, do you think any of these people will notice?” he asks. 

“Uh, sir? I'm not sure | understand what you're asking,” the lanky waiter 
says. 

“Look around you. Do you think the fat guy over there, sitting next to that 
paid model slash escort will notice I'm swimming in the pool? Or what about 
that o/d decrepit couple sitting two tables down from us. | think you should 
have an EMT on the premises, just in case.....well, you get what I'm saying. 
And then there's the-” 

“C'mon, Spence. I'm sure this guy has to put up with enough bullshit 
already and doesn’t need yours added to it,” | calculate. 

The waiter, confused, perhaps even dazed, walks away as Spencer 
chuckles. 

“Lex to the rescue again,” Spencer says. 

We begin discuss what our entrées will be when | hear my name being 
called. 

“Lex? Lex Wellker?” 

Turning around, | say, “Who wants to know?” 

“I'm Harold Weintan. | work at the New York Times. | recognized you from 
the article in The Financial Times with your picture in it. How about an 
interview for the paper? That is, when you've got the time.” 


Harold extends me his card, while pushing up the rim of his glasses. 
Declining, | say, “No thanks, Harold. If my schedule opens up, /'// find you.” 
Harold nods and goes back to his table. 

“Why not, Lex? Maybe it'd be good publicity for the firm?” questions 
Brewster. 

“No way, pal. You give one of these papers an interview, they'll cut and 
shred what you say and they'll think you owe them something afterwards. 
Trust me: we're doing just fine flying under the radar of any newspaper.” 

“Sometimes it's better to crawl under the lights rather than dance on the 
floor, Brewster.” 

“You couldn't be more correct Spence,” | compliment. 

“Do you think these trees are real?” Spencer asks no one in particular, 
leaning back in his chair and touching one of the auburn trees. “At least the 
tablecloth is cloth. The gold colour is striking,” he surmises. 

Once everyone gets their refills, we order our dinner. Spencer has the 
Mushroom Ravioli (wood ear mushroom, dashi consomme), | order the 
Filet Mignon (creamed spinach, beurre rouge), Brewster gets the Black 
Bass (leeks, bouillabaisse) and Carrington tries the Four Seasons Steak 
Tartare, which is prepared tableside. We also order Duck, ‘sampling’ it 
ourselves and a bottle of 1977 Stage Leap Cabernet Sauvignon. 

"Are you trying to show off, Carrington?” Spencer jests, as the Chef cuts 
and places Carrington’s meal in front of him. 

“No, | just like to make sure my dinner is always fresh,” he replies. 

As we eat, | tell the men of my intention of marrying Nea. They need to 
know because if she does accept my proposal, | may have to go over to 
her country as well as Spencer and Brewster if they’re to be in the wedding. 

“Marrying into royalty, Lex? Smart move,” points out Brewster. 

“Smart business move, Brewster,” corrects Spencer. “Sharia’s Law, Lex. 
Look it up,” he says, as he chews a piece of his Ravioli. 

“I’m well aware of that, Spencer.” My steak is cooked a/most perfect. 

“| hear they take their weddings very serious over there, Lex. Very strict 
stuff,” adds Carrington. 

“Nooooooo, really Carrington?” | say, jaw open, as the guys laugh. 

“Carrington! I'll pay for your dinner myself! You made Lex tell a joke!” 
laughs Spencer. 


“Make that both of us will,” agrees Brewster. “Oh, guess what | finally 
bought yesterday?” 

“A new tailor?” Spencer jests. 

“No, nitwit. The Panasonic AG-1980P VCR you raved about.” 

“It's about fucking time, Brewster. What were you waiting for? A home 
theater?” grins Spencer. “Or for this raunchy AIDS epidemic to end?” he 
bemuses. 

“Hey. Protect yourself. Stay safe,” Brewster points. 

“If you only knew,” grins Spencer. 

As we finish our entrées, the discussion once more arrives at Bergstein. 

“Whatever happened to his wife? He was married, right?” inquires 
Brewster. 

“She died some years back. Parkinson's, | believe,” | state. 

“Must have broke his heart,” adds Carrington. 

“You married, Carrington?” | ask. 

“Nope. Got a girlfriend, but it's nothing serious.” 

“If you were married, you might take back what you just said. Some men, 
as do some women, actually feel relief when their spouse passes. Years of 
putting up with their constant bullshit, their constant whining, brings no 
tears to some eyes.” 

“Then why do you want to get married?” he asks, both his elbows on the 
table. 

“Because it’s the right business decision and Nea’s a wonderful woman, 
Carrington, “| glare. Carrington nods, looks down at his food, and begins to 
swallow his remaining steak. 

We order dessert, moreso because Spencer says he has a sweet tooth. 
Brewster and | decide on two Chocolate Cakes, one Chocolate Caramel 
Salted Tart for Spencer, and Warm Brown Butter Pineapple Cake for 
Carrington. The bill eventually arrives: $782.85. Spencer, Brewster, and | 
split it. Outside, the guys decide to go to Lusty Willow’s. | decline. 

“Aw, C'mon Lex. You're gonna have a ball and chain on your ankle soon,” 
chuckles Spencer. 

“Never, Spence, never. You guys go ahead. I’m going home. Business 
never sleeps, gentlemen.” 


Spencer rolls his eyes and enters a cab. As they leave in a cab, the 
blustery cold night air hits my face. As | wait for the next cab, a thought 
keeps creeping up in my mind: Brewster was right. Spencer /s beginning to 
look hollow. 


Arrival 


Nea’s jet flies in later this afternoon. I'm standing in my living room, 
turning on and off my post modern silver with gold brass lamp, while on the 
phone with Saleh. After exchanging the normal pleasantries, | get right to 
the point. 

“I'd rather have done this in person, but as you know, men such as 
ourselves have very little time for personal endeavors.” 

“Of course, Lex. What is it you wish to discuss with me?” 

“Nea. I'd....like your permission to ask for your daughter's hand in 
marriage. I’m aware of some of your customs, such as arranged marriages. 
That is why I’m calling you now about this.” No reason to bring up Nea's 
mother. He hasn't. Neither will I. 

“And you were thinking of when to ask her?” 

“Tonight,” | state, with a glimmer of surprise in my voice. I’m sure he 
knows Nea and | are seeing each other, which means it’s in his best 
interests as well, if we are to marry. 

“Yes, you have my permission,” he says, as | squeeze 
my phone in resentment by hearing the word ‘permission’. 

“Thank you, Saleh.” 

“If she accepts, you must realize the wedding has to be here, in her 
country,” he signifies. “And it must be made clear to all here, family, friends, 
that you were her suitor. | cannot be more clear about this, Lex. Speak to 
Nea regarding this after you propose to her. She will inform you about this 
custom of ours.” 

“As for being married in your country, | figured on that already. As for your 
customs....” | pause. 


“We can discuss that later after you speak to my daughter after proposing 
to her. For now, let's wait and see what happens, eh?” he says. 

“Of course. I'm sure either way Nea will call you,” | relate. 

“That you are most definitely correct on.” 

After the call, | arrange the roses (six dozen) on various tabletops. | take 
some rose petals and sprinkle them on the floor that leads to the bedroom. 
Inside, | scatter the rest on the bed. | toss my t-shirt into the leather laundry 
bin and grab a white cotton button down shirt and black slacks from YSL. 
Before grabbing a matching suit jacket and black silk tie, | hear a knock at 
the door. The front desk guy, Boris, must be sleeping or urinating. Elsewise, 
he'd buzz to let me know who wanted to come up. 

“Karen.” 

"| brought you the rest of your mail. | figured It'd give me an excuse to 
stop by and see your new place," adds Karen. 

"Thanks. That should be the end of it." 

"The end of what?" 

"The mail, Karen. The end of the mail." 

"Oh. Well, aren't you going to invite me in?" she asks. Karen is wearing a 
black blouse and skirt from Fendi. Her black heels are from Stuart 
Weitzman and her black wool coat is from Vera Wang. 

“How'd you find my new address?” 

“Lex, I’m in real estate. C’mon. Give me some credit,” she insists, running 
her hand through her long black hair. She places her black Valentino bag 
on the foyer. 

“Nice place. Very nice place,” she compliments, looking around. “Roses? 
| assume Nea is here?” 

“She's flying in today. Look, thanks for the mail but | have to get ready to 
pick her up.” 

“You really never cared about me, did you?” she asks. 

“What are you talking about, Karen?” 

“I'm talking about us, Lex. You saw me with Gerald at the show, and you 
never even asked me if | was seeing him.” 

“It's none of my business either way, Karen.” 

“We never ‘officially’ broke up, did we?” she questions, peering around 
the apartment. “Nice jacuzzi. Is that a terrace?” she points. 


“Yes. What is it you want me to say? We had a little over two good years 
and now it’s over? Because we didn’t have two good years, Karen. Half of 
that time you were either drunk or passed out,” | relay. Speaking of 
drinking, | walk over to my mini bar and pour a glass of Bulleit Bourbon. 

“Then why did you stay? Why didn’t you just leave, Lex? Or were you just 
waiting to see if | could find you office space somewhere so you'd get a 
deal? Was that it, Lex? You were just with me to get a deal? Is everything 
one, big fucking deal to you? Is this-” she points to the arrangements of 
flowers. “Is this all part of some deal, too? You're soulless, Lex. 
Completely-” 

"Could you just shut the fuck up! For once, just shut the fuck up!" | yell as 
Karen slowly backs away from me. 

"| can't believe you're talking to me like this," she says. 

"Maybe | should've spoken to you like this a long time ago," | say, 
chugging my whiskey. "Sure would've saved me a lot of unneeded stress." 

"What's that supposed to mean?" she inquires. 

| look at her and begin laughing. 

"What's that supposed to mean? Are you fucking kidding? Every time | 
came home, you had some miniscule bullshit to bitch about, that is, if you 
weren't passed out from drinking," | state. 

"Oh, like you didn't go out drinking with Spencer and Brewster every few 
days?" 

"| can hold my alcohol, Karen. You can't. There's a difference." 

"Oh, so now it's-" 

"Did it ever occur to you that | drank to get away from you? From you and 
your sickening voice. You-your constant whining about some client bitching 
about the closing price of some half-hearted sale. Your constant bitching 
about your mother's problems. Did it ever, for one fucking second, ever 
occur to you that I'd rather have a blowjob when I’m stressed rather than 
listen to your whining? Or was that too much to ask of my girlfriend" | ask, 
as Karen stares at me. 

"Well? IS IT? And women wonder why guys pay for hookers." 

"What the fuck is that supposed to mean?” 

“Nothing. Just go.” | motion with my arm towards the door as | walk 
towards the living room. 


Looking at me with disdain, Karen says,“Know what? I’m glad we never 
had a child. Asshole.” 

Karen walks towards the foyer and grabs her black Valentino bag. 

“Child? What are you talking about?” | ask. 

“Nothing, Lex. Forget | ever said it,” she says as she opens the door. 

“Wait." A recollection of memories come flooding back into me. "That 
throwing up thing in the bathroom. That wasn't stress, was it?” 

Karen says nothing, just stares at me. 

“And that time when Gerald called me.....you said you called out of work 
Monday, but never said why. You were pregnant. That’s why you were 
throwing up. And then you had an abortion. That was it, wasn't it?” 

Tears begin to form in Karen's eyes. 

“You didn’t even talk to me about it. You cold bitch.” 

"Like you could've cared either way what | did Lex, and don't tell me 
anything different." 

| grab her wrist. 

"Let go of me!" 

| don't. 

"You could've talked to me about it. We could have figured something out. 
Maybe-" 

"Maybe what? What!?" she yells, yanking her wrist away from me. 
Distraught, she folds her arms and begins crying. 

"You live in a fantasy world, Lex. Do you know that? You think....do you 
really think you'd be a good father? You-You came home at all hours in the 
night, smelling like alcohol, perfume, and sweat. You're cold and 
calculating. You use people. No one even knows who you really are. You 
don’t even know who you are anymore. Is it because of what your father 
did? Is that why you turned out the way you did?" 

My rage begins to rise. Discipline, Lex. Discipline. 

"He-he shot your mother and then killed himself. That's what you told me. 
You grew up in all those foster homes. No wonder you're incapable of 
loving anyone...... not even yourself. Were you there when he did it? When 
he killed your mother then himself? You were, weren't you? That’s why you 
turned out the way you did. That's why-” 


“You fucking cunt! | made something out of myself! What my father did 
has nothing to do with the man | am now! You're dead to me, Karen. 
Fucking dead! Never contact me again. And when | say never, | mean it." 

Grabbing her by her arm, | shove her out the door. 

"Lex, you're hurting-" 

Slamming the door, | hear her sobs outside it. 

"Boris? Lex on the top floor. Do me a favor and send someone to escort a 
distraught woman outside. She's flooding the floor with her tears." 


I'm waiting for Nea outside JFK Airport, sitting in a black car in the 
‘Arrivals’ lane, my window rolled down, looking for her, cold December air 
blowing inside the car, the engine running, heat on full, when an airport 
security guard taps on the driver's hood. 

“Can't wait here,” he states. You can see the cold air from his breath. On 
his head is a black fur trapper hat. 

“C'mon man. Maybe a few more minutes, okay,” my driver says, grinning. 
He's Dominican and knows his way around the city. 

“No can do. You gotta move this car now. You're blocking the lane, 
holding up-” 

“Lex!” shouts Nea. Two men are scurrying behind her with her luggage. 
The security guard, seeing Nea approaching, says, “Make it quick,” and 
goes onto the next car waiting. 

“How was your flight?” | ask, greeting her. 

“It was fine. Lex, it's been two weeks without you! Oh, I'm so happy to 
see you.” 

We hug and kiss as the two airport employees and the car driver hurriedly 
place her luggage in the trunk. Opening the door for Nea, | turn and give 
each employee a fifty dollar bill for their assistance. 

Inside, | take off my Giorgio Armani black leather trench and place it on 
Nea's legs. She's wearing a silver fox fur coat, hat, and shawl, a Versace 
white muslin skirt and cream blouse, cream Manolo Blahnik open toe heels, 
gold bangles, necklace, earrings, and the Piaget Diamond watch | gave 
her. Her eyes glow with the light mascara and eyeshadow she’s wearing 
We kiss in the car, our tongues touching. 


“Lex! I've got something | want to tell you but not till we get to your place,” 
she indicates. 

“As do I, Nea.” 

| do my best to disregard the conversation with Karen. Thoughts come 
through my mind. Focus and ignore. That's what I'm doing now. | need to 
put that conversation behind me. 

Inside the car, Nea opens her Valentino black leather clutch, and hands 
me a small, rectangular wrapped gift. 

“Here, Lex. | want you to open this now,” she grins. 

| unwrap the small red ribbon, then the thin, purple paper. Opening the 
lid, | see an IWC Da Vinci Perpetual Calendar watch. The band and face 
are gold. 

“Thank you, Nea. It’s very striking.” Taking off my gold Rolex, | put on the 
IWC watch. 

“| know you have a gold watch already, that Rolex,” she points. “But this 
one is a Classic and it has the calendar on it so you can always check to 
see when you'll see me next,” she says, as we kiss. 

“Hopefully, it will never be too long between visits,” | cautiously state. 

“Oh, | can’t wait till we're alone, Lex,” her eyes widen. 

“Neither can I, Nea.” 

About fifty minutes later we arrive at my apartment across from Central 
Park. 

“Maybe we could go for a walk in the park this week? That is, if you have 
the time?” 

“I'll make the time for you, Nea.” 

| hand the driver three hundred dollars as Nea and | walk into the 
apartment lobby where Boris, the front desk attendant, tall, stocky, crew 
cut, thick eyebrows, with a stern look on his face, sits reading The NY Post. 
In the elevator, Nea clutches my arm and seems to shiver. 

“Are you Okay?” | ask, as ‘If You Leave Me Now’ by Chicago plays in the 
background. 

“Yes, it’s just, oh, I’m so excited and nervous, that’s all. It’s about what | 
have to tell you,” she smiles. 

| smirk as the elevator doors open and we walk to my door. 


“Now it’s time to close your eyes. Don’t worry about the luggage. | have 
it.” 

“Okay, honey.” 

Opening the door, | gently push her to the center of the living room, while 
placing her luggage off to the side next to the mahogany Eames end table. 
| turn on my Sansui home stereo and the beginning of ‘Jesu, Joy Of Man’s 
Desiring’ by Bach begins to play. | take out the engagement ring from 
Tiffanys and get on one knee. | can hardly believe I’m actually doing this 
but | quickly think of the advantages of marrying Nea. 

“Open your eyes, Nea.” 

As she opens them, her mouth widens, tears begin to flow from her 
beautiful brown eyes as she sees the diamond ring in my hand, the roses 
surrounding the room. Her hands clasp the side of her face. 

“Nea. Will you do me the honor becoming my wife?” 

“Oh Lex, yes, yes, baby, yes!” 

| stand and she grabs me. We kiss and then hug. Looking at the ring, | 
place it onto her finger. Her hand is shaking. 

“It's so beautiful, Lex. It’s wonderful. Everything is so wonderful.” 

As we kiss again, | can’t help thinking that if this was Karen, she’d grab 
the ring first, then kiss and hug me. Men realize how much of a huge 
difference that is. 

“Oh, everything is perfect and it’s a perfect time for my surprise. Are you 
ready?” she asks, as tears continue to come from her eyes. 

“Yes. What is it?” 

As | hold her, she looks me directly in the eye and says, “I’m pregnant. 
We're going to have a baby, Lex. A child of our own.” 

A strange sensation comes across me. 

“Nea, that’s great.” 

As | hold her in my arms, | think of how insane my life is. On the same 
day, | lost a child only to gain one. 

“How long are you?” | ask. 

“One month. Oh, | can’t believe this! We're going to get married and have 
a family! I’ve wanted something as special as this since | was a child. 
You've made my dreams come true, Lex. | love you.” 


“| love you too, but we both made your dreams come true, Nea. You and 
me together. Remember that,” | insist. 

She looks at the roses scattered around the room, and sees the trail of 
rose petals that lead into the bedroom. 

“They're beautiful, Lex. The roses are beautiful. Thank you, honey.” 

“You're welcome, Nea. The pregnancy. “Did you tell your father?” 

“About the baby? Oh, no. Lex, there are some things about my culture 
that you must know. Even though my father knows | am seeing you, he 
says nothing to me nor anyone about it. In my country, as with all Arab 
countries, you do not date anyone before marriage. You are introduced to 
suitors, and after one is chosen for you or by you, then marriage is 
arranged. If my father were to know | am pregnant, it would bring shame 
down upon my family. My friends would ostracize me, Lex. My mother 
would not speak to me,” she states, as she stares out the window in the 
living room. “It is considered a crime to become pregnant before marriage 
in Arab countries, Lex.” 

“Surely your father wouldn't turn his back on you, Nea.” 

“Lex, my father, as you know, is a very powerful man and men are afraid 
of him. That is the only reason | can fly to and from New York at my leisure, 
and without bodyguards to accompany me because he knows you will 
protect me. No one dare say anything to his face regarding this. Do you 
understand?” 

“Of course,” | say as | wrap my arms around her. 

“But even he would look at me with shame.” She turns to me and says, 
“That is why we must marry quickly. No one must know about the 
pregnancy, Lex. No one.’ 

“Nea, | understand. | spoke to your father earlier and asked him for 
permission to have the right to propose to you.” 

“You did? What did he say?” she gasps. 

“He said yes, though it would have to look as if | was a suitor of yours.” 

“That’s great. It truly is, Lex. Thank you for calling him. It will make things 
so much easier now. You a/ways know what to do.” 

She hugs me and | begin to realize, as things calm down a bit, the 
enormity of the situation. Best to get it over quickly, so | can concentrate on 


a way to get Bergstein to sell his shares to me. A long, drawn out wedding 
would only hinder my conquest. 

“Today's December third. You won't start showing till another month or 
So-” 

“And even when | do, | can wear baggy muslin clothing, which is our 
custom to do so anyway. That will hide my appearance till | am ready to 
announce the pregnancy.” 

“Okay. Then let’s do this: you stay here for a week. We plan the wedding 
a month from now, on New Year's Day. No one will question that. Everyone 
wants to marry on New Year's Day. Any skepticism will be overshadowed 
just by that fact. It gives you time to prepare everything there. Sound 
good?” 

“Lex, you're always so prepared for anything that arises. Yes, that's 
perfect, baby.” 

“| bought a Learjet. It will be at your disposal In case you ever need it.” 

Nea sits on the couch, her hand running through her long, silky black hair. 

“Wow. | knew you were doing well with your business, but | had no idea 
you were doing that well,” she grins. 

| walk to my mini bar, take out the Dom Perignon from the small 
refrigerator underneath, then put it back in the refrigerator. She's pregnant, 
Lex. No alcohol. | pour two glasses of Evian water instead. Handing Nea a 
glass, | begin to speak. 

“I've made a substantial amount of money the last few months. But that, 
for me, doesn't mean | hit the brakes and stop. There’s one thing in 
particular left for me to obtain. | just need to find a way around the fine 
print.” 

Sipping her water, Nea says, “Lex. If there's one thing about you that | 
truly know, it's that you always find a way.” 

We finish the water and begin talking about the wedding. 

“Lex, | don't Know how to properly say this other than to speak truthfully. In 
my country, men such as your friend Spencer-” 

“| know a few of your country's customs, Nea. Spencer will be fine if he 
comes. Brewster will be with him. Everything will be okay,” | assure her. 
“There is another option: | can come alone for the ceremony. It doesn't 
bother me either way.” 


“No, | want your friends there, Lex. Besides, I'm sure they'll be on their 
best behavior,” she observes. 

The word ‘friends’ is such a relative term. ‘Acquaintances’ is better. 

“For their sake, let's hope so,” | vehemently state. 

After we shower together we have sex on top of the rose petals in the 
bed....... or perhaps, as Nea would say, we make love. 


Monday 


After having sex again the early morning hours, | go to my office while 
Nea checks on her apartment at Trump Tower. Wu, with his interpreter by 
his side, hands me an envelope with bank statements and another 
envelope with the accounts where the remaining money has been 
dispersed. This guy is worth every penny he’s paid. 

“Listen, Wu. | don’t really knows what drives you, but I’m guessing money 
does, the same as everyone else.” 

| unlock my drawer, and hand him a stack of bills. 

“Consider that a bonus,” | state. | hand his interpreter, Li, a slightly 
smaller stack. 

“That’s for you, pal.” 

Though Li doesn’t do much other than assist Wu in small requirements 
and obviously, in language interpretation, he knows there are various trails 
in which money is being filtered through. I’m sure of that. Therefore, | have 
to keep him happy. That’s exactly the reason why most people get 
screwed: they keep the ‘big’ man happy, but fuck the ‘little’ guy, and that 
very same ‘little’ guy Knows as much (and sometimes more) than the ‘big’ 
man does. 

“Thank, Mr. Wellker,” he says, as they both nod their heads. “Thank you 
very much.” 

“No problem, Li. And call me Lex.” 

“Ah, yes Lex. Thank you, thank you.” 


As they leave, Spencer, looking as if a cat ran though his blonde hair, 
walks in. 

“Knock knock, Lex. | heard something through the ol’ grapevine that may 
interest you.” 

Looking directly at him, | say, “Well?” 

“Well, there’s a children’s fundraiser next Saturday, on the sixteenth. It’s 
at the Galant Hotel on Park Avenue. | heard Bergstein is going to be one of 
the attendees,” he smirks. “I thought it was originally going to be a 
fundraiser for AIDS, but hey, whose problem is that anyway? Apparently, no 
one really gives a shit about it....... yet.” 

“The fundraiser, Spence. This is important to me ‘how’?” 

“Because it could be the /ast time you see the old goat before he retires 
and travels the world,” he says, his arms mimicking a great, big circle. 
Continuing, he adds, “I thought you may relish the opportunity to try and get 
the old lunk to sell you his shares. Who knows? Maybe he'll have a change 
of heart?” 

“That's doubtful, Spence.” | lean back in my leather chair, my arms behind 
my head. 

“| can get you a RSVP, if you like. Hey, if there's anyone that can make a 
deal right at the buzzer, it's you Lex,” he says, pointing at me and grinning. 

Thinking this over, | have to concur he may be right. 

“Fine. I'll go. But don’t spread the word that I'll be there. | don’t want 
Bergstein backing out for any reason.” | state. 

“My lips are sealed. Great song, that is. Will it be just you or will the lovely 
Nea be attending as well?” he asks, leaning against the wall. 

“Just me. | don’t want her to be involved in seeing Bergstein and | 
interact.” 

“You mean you don’t want her to see how Lex Wellker operates in the 
affairs of business.” 

“Something like that. What happened to your hair?” | ask. 

“Oh, you know. | was doing the hustle-tussle this morning. Late night out 
and all. Wouldn't want to be /Jate for work. My boss may give me a warning,” 
he smirks. 

“Go fix yourself up, Spence. | shouldn't have to tell you that.” 

“Too shay, Lex.” 


“Spencer, wait a second. Nea asked about you and Brewster attending 
the wedding and | agreed to it. You two will be my best men. We can all 
take my jet there and there’s enough rooms for you to stay a few nights at 
her father’s palace. They even come furnished with clothing. And before 
you ask, it’s /iterally a palace. Just one thing, though: no drugs and no 
fucking around. Got it?” | ask. 

“Sure thing, Lex. Wow. Saudi Arabia? Who ever would have thought / 
would be going there?” he ponders. “Wait a sec. When did you buy a 
fucking jet, Lex?” admires Spencer. 

“Few weeks back. | don't like restraints. Flying in and out of the worst 
airports in America means you're under their delays, their bullshit. Never 
again, Spence. | make my own way,” | confirm. “And Spencer? I’m serious 
about the drugs. They take their customs very serious there,” | relay. 

“Oh trust me, Lex. I’ve heard a few horror stories about what they do to 
certain people. But it’s an honor for you to have Brewster and myself 
attend. After all, we’re fucking rich because you gave us a chance with your 
firm,” he acknowledges. “But isn't there supposed to be three Men of 
Honour?” he says, tapping his finger on his smooth chin. 

“Two will be fine, wise-ass.” 

“Okey-doke. Oh, and congratulations in Nea accepting your proposal. 
She’s no fool and any woman would be a fool not to.” 

He walks out the door but immediately sticks his head back in from the 
hallway. 

“Lex? Please thank Nea for asking about Brewster and |. And ah, thank 
you, too.” 

“Sure, Spence.” 

When Spencer leaves, | call the landlord of my apartment on the Upper 
West Side. 

“Frank, it's Lex. Just wanted to call and tell you | won't be signing the 
renewal on the lease, so you can put it on the market and either keep or 
sell any furniture that’s left there after Karen leaves.” 

“Lex? Hey, nice to hear from you. Okay, thanks. | appreciate that. | did 
speak with Karen last week, though. She informed me she may try and sign 
the lease for another year,” he divulges. 


“Out of curiosity, is she going to get a co-signer? Guy by the name of 
Gerald?” | inquire. 

“Your guess is as good as mine, Lex.” 

“Alright. Take care of yourself, Frank.” 

“You do the same, Lex. Thanks for calling” 

Hanging up, | feel relieved. | can finally leave that part of my life behind 
me. If | never see Karen again that will be a very good thing. If she were to 
die soon, that would be a better thing. Best not to let emotions come into 
play, though. They’re for weaker people. 


Thursday 


“My country doesn’t celebrate the same holidays as yours, Lex.” 

“That's nothing new to me, Nea. Having the childhood that | did, | grew up 
rather fast and without celebrating traditional holidays as others did.” 

Nea and | are eating dinner in a French restaurant. The rush of marriage 
and having a child is finally descending for me. She goes back and forth 
with names if it’s a boy or a girl. Personally, names mean very little to me. 
It’s having a child that will be brought into wealth, boy or girl (though 
preferably a boy), unlike | was, that matters. 

“You really don’t mind if our baby has an Arabic name?” she asks as she 
sips her water. 

“As long as our child isn’t named ‘Lex’, I’m fine with whatever name you 
choose,” | clearly state. 

“Lex,” she says, reaching her hand across the table and touching mine. 
“You have to understand what we spoke about before. No one can know 
I’m pregnant until after we’re married and even then, we have to wait at 
least a month, perhaps longer, to announce it.” 

“| understand, Nea. It’s not a problem.” | chew my Braised Lamb. Tastes a 
bit tight. 

“And you spoke with your friends? They understand a bit about my 
country’s customs?” she inquires. 


“Yes. Everything will be fine, Nea. There’s nothing for you to worry about. 
We'll fly down on the thirtieth. That will give the three of us a couple days 
to-” 

“No, no. That will be too late, Lex. The three of you need to be fitted for 
your suits and have to understand the arrangement of the ceremony.” 

This wedding is starting to become bothersome to me. 

“The earliest | can be there is on the twenty-eighth. I've got a business to 
run, Nea. As for the suits, we'// take care of that. I'm sure you understand.” 

A moment of silence arrives as Vivaldi plays in the background. 

“Okay honey, | understand. Thank you for relaying that information to 
me,” she says as she eats a piece of her Seared Salmon. 

“Your father mentioned me as your suitor. He must love you very much to 
bypass formal traditions.” 

“He does but trust me when | tell you that if he ever knew | was pregnant 
before marriage, he would cast shame upon me like never before,” she 
hesitatingly states. 

“And your mother? What about her?” | question. 

“She most definitely would, as well.” 

I'm beginning to think | care very little for Arab customs. 

“Isn't it your country's custom for the bride to move out of her family's 
home after she's married?” | inquire as a twerp waiter pours water in our 
glasses. 

“Yes, that is the custom of my country and that's actually something | 
wanted to talk to you about. | realize I'll have dual-citizenship, as will our 
child. I'd like to go home to see daddy from time to time and he's going to 
come here a few times, but I'm in debt to live with you” she says, her bold 
brown eyes staring into mine. 

“That's fine by me. Nea, you're going to be my wife and that's one custom 
your country has that | agree with. Besides, you don't have to hide your 
pregnancy here. No one in your country will ever find anything out,” | 
confirm, though | must admit the thought of living with someone so soon 
after being alone for awhile doesn't put a smile on my face. As if she's 
reading my thoughts she says, “Don't worry about your work, Lex. I'm well 
aware of how important it is to you. | won't interfere with it and I'll give you 
your space in regards to it.” 


Perfect. 
“| know you will, Nea. | Know you will.” 


Saturday morning we have sex till noon. Nea truly is remarkable in bed. 
She flys back to her homeland late afternoon. 

“You're a wonderful lover, Lex. I'm so glad we met on that precious day.” 
She smiles and touches my chin, then my chest. 

“So am I.” 

“Promise me we'll always be together,” she says as she presses her 
large, tan breasts against my chest. 

“Isn't that a bit cliché?” | grin, as | run my fingers through her silky black 
hair. 

“Oh, you know what | mean,” she assumes. 

“Of course we will, Nea. That's the meaning of marriage, isn't it?” 
Kissing my neck, she adds, “That's the meaning of true love, Lex. Oh, 
there is something you should know. When you arrive, | won’t be there to 
greet you. In fact, we won’t see each other until the actual ceremony 

starts.” 

“Even on New Year’s Eve?” 

“Yes. It’s just the custom of my country. No bride or groom may see each 
other before the wedding.” 

“Maybe we could arrange to see each other at the churning of the New 
Year?” | ask, as she rubs my firm chest. 

She thinks about this momentarily. 

“There’s an old well about a half mile past the small building behind my 
father’s mansion. I'll be with some friends before midnight, in a different 
area of the palace than you. Shortly after midnight, I'll leave and say I’m 
going to sleep but I'll walk towards the well. It'll be dark enough where no 
one should see me.” 

“lll do the same. Let’s say twelve thirty? If I’m not there, then something 
came up.” 

“Ditto, Lex. Oh, secret meetings. You really know how to turn me on.” 

Her dark nipples are firm against my chest. If | think about it, playing 
some cloak and dagger crap should be beyond me. But seeing Nea before 


the ceremony, if only for a short time, just seems right. I’m not going to let 
anything or anyone stop me from what | want to do. She begins blowing me 
as | finger her moist vagina. Seconds later, we're having sex. 


On the way to the airport, we agree to have our honeymoon in Hawaii. 
Afterwards, Nea and | will fly back to New York, where she'll be /iving with 
me. 

“T'll call you when | land. | love you, baby.” 

With a kiss, the wind blowing her hair in her face, she enters JFK. My 
mind instantly turns to getting those fucking shares from Bergstein. The 
hourglass is upside down; the sand running down. Time is running out for 
me. This is all that matters to me now. 


Charity Event 


I'm standing in a ballroom on the top floor of the Galant Hotel wearing a 
black tuxedo from Prada with Nea's IWC watch she gave me. It's so hot in 
here, that someone cracked open the double doors to the terrace. A 
hundred people are bidding on various items to raise money for a children's 
charity. That money supposedly will go to medicine, research, and gifts for 
the kids. I'm not stupid. | realize that not all of that will go to charity. Some 
of it does, while some of it goes into various bank accounts from the 
promoters and their pals. But that's no concern of mine. Spencer was right: 
this may be the last time | get to convince Bergstein to sell me his shares. | 
refuse to lose. I've been biding my time, standing in the shadows, waiting 
for Bergstein to show his hand in regards to placing a bid on an item. He's 
standing across the floor, grouped with others of his kind. He hasn't noticed 
that I’m here. 

“Next item up for bid is a nineteenth century porcelain vase, white with 
gold trimmings. Do | have $1,000,” the speaker asks. He’s dressed in a 
black tuxedo, has a balding head, a white walrus mustache, and thick, 
white eyebrows. 


Bergstein raises his pad. Bingo. 

“Number 14, thank you. Do | have $1,500? $1,500?” 

| raise mine. 

“Number 85, thank you.” 

Bergstein looks over at me, his eyes first narrowing, then widening, as he 
realizes it's me. 

“$2,000? Do | have $2,000 for this fine vase? Number 14, thank you.” 
Behind Bergstein, standing a few feet back is a woman who looks like, 
fucking unbelievable, is Karen. | think that’s Gerald standing next to her. Of 
all the events, all the shows, all the restaurants, all the everything going on 
in New York City, and she's here now in the same room as me. Fucking 

unreal. 

“Last call for $3,000??” 

“How about $10,000?” | yell. 

The speaker gasps and says, “$10,000 to number 85. Do | have-” 

“$50,000.” 

“My, oh my. $50,000 to number 14. Do | have $60,000?” 

This seems like a matter of pride for Bergstein. Before the fall....... 

“How about $500,000?” | shout, as the audience woos. 

“One million!” Bergstein yells, his voice sounding old, weak. | see Karen 
staring at me with a stone-faced look. 

“My, what a lovely surprise! One million going to number 14 once, twice-” 

“Ten million,” | state. 

By now, the audience murmurs between each other, knowing this is no 
ordinary bidding. 

“After all, it's for the kids, right? And like those kids, | wasn't born with a 
silver spoon in my mouth nor a trust fund,” | confirm, looking at Bergstein 
then Karen. Both look away. Bergstein knows that / know the next bid from 
him will be fifty million, in which he knows /'‘// bid one hundred million. He 
has the money to bid twice that, but he's also retiring and he also knows, as 
insane as it sounds, | may bid half a billion, five hundred million dollars, just 
to beat him. 

“Ten million twice...... ten million so/d to number 85. And let me be the 
first to say thank you Mr. er,-” 

“Wellker. Lex Wellker.” 


“Well Mr. Wellker, on behalf of the Children's Charity for Good Will, | 
thank you for your most charitable donation,” he states, nodding his head. 

“Now let us move on to the next item, please.” 

Tuning out the speaker, | walk across the floor, people still whispering as 
they look at me, towards Bergstein. Karen and Gerald walk away. 

“Ten million for a lousy vase, Lex? Business must be very good,” he says 
as | grab a flute glass of champagne from a waiter’s tray as he walks by. 

“Hey, it's for charity, right?” 

“Hrmph. Unlikely. More likely a chance for you to upstage me. But that's 
the only chance you'll get.” 

He walks away, mingles with a few people dressed in tuxedos, then goes 
outside on the terrace. Karen walks towards me. Standing in front of me 
while | watch Bergstein disappear behind the grey curtains outside, she 
says, “You always win, don't you Lex? Ten million for a vase? How much 
money are you really bringing in?” she asks as she sips champagne from 
her flute glass. 

“Fuck off, Karen.” 

| walk onto the terrace, the cool breeze actually feeling refreshing. 
Bergstein stands alone looking at the bright city lights. 

“A bit chilly out here, isn't it?” | ask. 

“Lex Wellker. BMOC, eh? If | had known you were going to be here, I'd 
have mailed in my donation,” he arrogantly states, not looking at me. 

“| wanted to make you one /ast offer for your shares.” 

“You never learn, do you?” he says, still looking at the city buildings, their 
lights reflecting in the cloudy, night sky. 

“Name your price, Bergstein. I'll even pay a few percentage points more 
than they’re worth.” | finish my champagne and place the glass on the 
ledge. 

“You know, when | first hired you, | Knew you would be the best damn 
breadwinner in the class. But there’s something else | also knew.” 

“What's that?” 

Turning to me, he says, “That you'd also be the most arrogant 
sonofabitch there ever was to walk into my firm.” 

| contemplate this for a few seconds. 


“But you kept me there because you loved the money | brought in for 
you,” | point out. 

“No, Lex. | felt pity for you. Yes, you were the number one trader | had, 
but | felt sorry for the childhood you had. | checked into your past since you 
had no real references to give. That’s when | found out about your parents 
and all those foster homes you were shuffled through. Such a pity. If they 
could only see the man you've become now,” he accuses, looking back at 
the buildings. 

“What the fuck is that supposed to mean?” 

Laughing, he says, “Are you serious? Do we really have to rehash the 
airline fiasco with you? Or how about that dirty oil you’ve got your hands in 
now? Do you want to know why I'll never sell to you? Because | built this 
firm up from nothing Lex, and as soon as you'd get your hands on it, you'd 
sell it to the highest bidder like some street whore to make a quick buck. 
You'd gut the firm, reap the profits, and disgrace everything | and that firm 
have stood for these years. Stand there and tell me you wouldn't.” 

| actually stare at him in a state of bewilderment for a moment. 

“You pompous bastard,” | speak, approaching him. “You’ve had your 
hands in much worse than me. Remember, | was a part of most of those 
backroom deals and | never said a word,” | clarify. “We both spend the 
same dollar bill and wash our hands with the same water. Lucky for you 
though, | don’t get emotional over business. The offer still stands. Name 
your price.” 

As | look at him, he begins to smile. 

“Men like you never understand, Lex. Believe it or not, there are still a few 
things money can’t buy. Respect is one thing. Honor is another. Two things 
you'll never have. Lex, let me state this as clearly as possible for you to 
understand.” 

He stands in front of me, grinning. 

“You're a two bit hustler, Lex. A circus showman. A gentile, through and 
through. You'll never get your hands on those shares as long as I’m alive.” 

My heart starts to race. | can feel my blood begin to boil. | pick up 
Bergstein under his arms and hang him over the ledge. A look of utter 
horror comes across his wrinkled face. 


“| guess we'll have to fix that. | was wrong about one thing, though: my 
emotions do sometimes get the better of me. Goodbye, Bergstein. Thanks 
for making me the richest man on Wall Street.” 

Letting go, | stare as he falls, screaming, his arms reaching out, touching 
nothing. | watch his body fall into darkness. Once | hear the screams below 
of the pedestrians, | stop smiling. Looking at the open doors, | see no one 
looking towards me. Lady luck was on my side tonight. Time to play the 
‘circus showman’. Walking inside, | step on a flute glass, shattering it, and 
begin to yell, "Somebody help! Bergstein jumped! He jumped!” 

This is the hardest thing I've ever done in a very long time: pretend to 
give a shit about another human being's demise. 

“What?” somebody asks. 

“Bergstein. He jumped. He said he couldn't take it anymore........ the pain 
living without his wife. He just went on the ledge and jumped.” 

| point in the direction of the terrace. 

By now, others have heard. Ladies gasp, men stand in awe, as a few 
brave individuals walk onto the terrace. One thing, a crucial thing, eluded 
me. Were there any hidden cameras here? Probably not, but | can't be one 
hundred percent sure. After | explain to a few patrons what happened, 
Karen walks outside. Gerald stands in the distance. She's wearing a silver 
Vivienne Westwood silk dress with heels. Not that | give shit about that 
anymore. 

“Bergstein ‘jumped’?” she inquires. 

| look past her and begin walking away. 

“Yeah, sure he did, Lex. And the sun is cold and your heart is warm. 
Sure, Lex.” 

She's obviously drunk. Inside, people gossip. The manager of the charity 
asks if | could wait for the police. 

“Of course. | want to be as helpful as possible.” 

Karen and Gerald walk past me, neither of them saying a word. 


After everyone but staff and a few choice individuals leave for the 
evening, I'm confronted by NYC Detective Rasoli. He's wearing a beige hat, 
overcoat, brown suit, black shoes, and is smoking a Pall Mall cigarette. 


“Mr. Wellker?” 

“Yes, that’s me.” 

A five o'clock shadow, a bit overweight, and dark circles under his eyes 
tells me he's been awake for too long already. Fine by me. | give him my 
initial statement. He mumbles a few things as he writes the information on 
his pad. 

“You weren't able to get to him in time? You know, before he jumped?” 

“No. He literally hoisted himself over the ledge and that was that,” | firmly 
state. 

He mumbles some more. Closing his pad, he hands me his card. 

“Don't mind me for saying it, but you don't seem very upset, Lex. | can 
call you Lex, right?” 

“Sure, Detective. As for not being upset, | worked for the man awhile 
back, but we were never close. | suppose | could also be in a state of 
shock. It's not everyday you see someone leap over a ledge, committing 
suicide.” 

He looks at me for a few seconds, his face stern, unreadable, before 
grinning slightly. 

“Sure, Lex. Listen, you ah, planning on going anywhere out of the city 
anytime soon?” 

“End of month, | am.” 

“Okay. I'll need you to come into the precinct next week to fill out a written 
statement for, you know, formalities. | may have a few additional questions 
then.” 

Cops are all alike: deceitful hypocrites 

“Is Monday morning good for you? I'd like to put this behind me as soon 
as possible. I've got a very busy week ahead,” | relate. 

“Sure. Monday's fine. Thanks for your help, Lex.” 

As he walks away, my first thought is to call my lawyer Larry when | go 
home. I'm holding back the elation | feel knowing those shares will be mine 
shortly. By the end of next week, I'll have more money, more power, than 
even | ever dreamed. 


Interview 


I'm standing outside on the steps of the precinct with my lawyer, Larry. 
He's pestering me about my ‘story’. 

“What is it, Lar? You don't believe me? | told you what happened when 
we spoke yesterday on the phone.” 

“| know Lex, | know. I’m just saying that this cop or Detective rather; he’s 
going to start poking around with questions about motive and such because 
you had a heckuva lot to gain by Bergstein’s death. Like, his whole 
company,” he says as we walk inside. 

“Firm. Larry. It’s called a ‘firm’.” 

After Larry tells the clerk we’re here to speak with Detective Rasoli, she 
calls him and he appears a few seconds later. He looks like he’s wearing 
the same clothes as Saturday night. After greetings are exchanged, we’re 
escorted to the ‘interview’ (interrogation) room. None of us offer our hands 
to shake. | haven't had a lot of dealings with police in the past, but the few 
times I’ve come across them | can say this whole-heartedly: they’re all 
sneaky shits. 

“Didn't know you were bringing a lawyer, Lex. If | did, I'd have made 
coffee,” he laughs unconvincingly. “| thought this was going to be just a 
friendly chat between the two of us?” he asks, both his elbows on the table. 

The room is typical: white walls, two way mirror, lightbulb hanging above. 
Larry, wearing a grey suit from Hugo Boss, starts speaking. 

“Lex called me in a bit of distress over what happened during the 
weekend. You can only imagine Detective, once the shock of seeing 
someone jump to their death wears off, the reality can be much worse. I’ve 
accompanied him today more as a friend than a lawyer.” 

Larry’s great at what he does. That’s why | pay him ten grand a month 
now just to keep him on retainer. 

“Of course, of course. Okay, gentleman. I’d like to hear it from Lex one 
more time: what exactly happened before Mr. Bergstein jumped? Then I'd 
like you to write it down on paper for me.” 

As | begin to talk, Larry interrupts. 


“Lex won't be writing anything down, Detective. My client isn’t under 
arrest for anything nor is his a suspect in any way concerning this man’s 
death. He came here today on a volunteer basis to assist you in any way 
he can. That will be enough,” he firmly says, as Rasoli looks at the both of 
us, unamused. 

“Sure, sure. Okay, Lex. Continue.” 

“It's the same as | told you before, Detective. He and | were catching up 
on old times and then he just stopped talking for a few seconds, started to 
mumble something about his wife. | asked him what was wrong and he said 
he couldn't take it anymore. The pain of his wife dying some years ago was 
too much for him. Before | could say a word, he literally got up over the 
ledge and jumped,” | /ie. 

“Maybe adrenaline kicked in? Cause from the photos I’ve seen of him, he 
doesn't look like a guy that can get on a ledge and jump in enough time 
without you being able to step in and stop him. How far away were you 
standing from him?” he inquires. 

“Maybe four, five feet? When he jumped Detective, | was in shock. | don't 
remember the exact distance from him in which | was standing.” 

“Detective, no one can tell how anyone would react to seeing something 
happen like that in real time,” Larry observes. 

“True, true. Last night | found out you had a heckuva lot to gain from this 
guy’s death. Something about being the main shareholder or something? 
Can you explain that to me? Cause when it comes to Wall Street mumbo 
jumbo, I’m completely clueless. Heck, the only time | ever gamble is in the 
company office football pool, but shhhhhhh,” he puts his finger to his lips. 
“Please don't tell anyone, hahahaha.” 

Such a fake laugh, as transparent as seeing water pour from a bottle. 
Fucking hypocrite. 

“My client is the main shareholder of Mr. Bergstein’s com-, er, firm. Upon 
Mr. Bergstein’s death, Mr. Wellker, being the main shareholder, now 
becomes the majority shareholder of the firm.” 

“Which means? You know, in Jayman terms?” he grins. 

“Mr. Wellker now owns the firm. There’s some formalities to go through, 
but Lex should have complete ownership by the end of the week.” 


Rasoli doesn’t say anything. He begins writing on his pad. After a few 
minutes, he looks up and speaks. 

“Well, that’s usually what we call ‘motive’ in police mumbo jumbo. 
However, there are no cameras on the outside of that particular building. 
Heck, there aren't any from the ones across it.” Looking directly at me, he 
says, “Il checked. Looks like | can only go on what you said, Lex. No one 
saw anything. | just want you to know I’m keeping this case open for a few 
more days. You know, just in case you remember anything else. Oh, you 
were saying the other night you’re leaving the country this month? When 
will that be and where, if | may ask?” 

| Know | don’t have to answer the question, but | do. No reason not to at 
this point. 

“December twenty-eight and I'll be in Saudi Arabia. Not sure how long, 
though.” 

“Saudi Arabia? Business? Or?” 

“Both,” | state. 

“Ah, Detective Rasoli. Is there anything else? If not, we'd like to leave. | 
have a formal hearing at noon down at City Hall,” Larry says, as we both 
rise from the metal chairs. 

“No, that's all for now.” 

| tug at the lapels on my dark grey Giorgio Armani wool suit, smirk, and 
as | walk out of the decrepit room, Detective Rosoli says, “Have a safe trip, 
Lex. Maybe we'll talk again soon.” 


Outside, Larry and | shake hands as a cab stops in front of us. Getting in, 
| tell the driver my office building's address followed by the address to City 
Hall. 

“I'm surprised he didn't bring up the bidding war we had on that stupid 
vase,” | say, as a bus in the left lane advertising ‘The Phantom of The 
Opera on Broadway’ slows down in the same traffic we hit. 

“No reason for him to, Lex. What's he going to say? Both of you are 
competitive? No, he's going to look for something else. What, | don't know. 
Honestly though, if you ask me, you're in the clear.” 


Traffic momentarily clears. A few minutes later, we stop outside my office. 
| hand the driver one hundred dollars and tell him that's for both our fares. 
With my Ferragamo black leather briefcase in my hand, | say to Larry, “You 
know Lar, sometimes by the way you sound I'd say you almost didn't 
believe me.” 

Smiling, he responds, “Lex, it's my job not to give a shit either way.” 

As the cab drives away, | think to myself no wonder lawyers have the 
reputation they have. 


Takeover 


‘The twenty-seven year old purchased in excess of a quarter of a million 
shares of JetLing Airlines just minutes after the disaster in Qatar, boasting 
a profit of over three hundred million dollars after selling those same 
shares. He used money from this deal to further enrich his hedge fund, Lex 
Wellker, Inc. Mr. Wellker became the Chairman of H. Bergstein after 
Bergstein’s company shares went to Mr. Wellker after the seventy-five year 
old’s apparent suicide this month. Mr. Wellker is the youngest Chairman in 
the history of the firm, or any firm on Wall Street, for that matter. His firm 
now has an estimated worth of four point two billion dollars’ - Harold 
Reiman, New York Times. 

“And to think | never gave him that interview.” | crumple up the 
newspaper and toss it in a trash bin near me. Spencer, Brewster and | are 
sitting in a bar in Midtown. We leave for Saudi Arabia in two days. Both 
men have their hair slicked back. Spencer wears a dark blue Burberry wool 
suit and Brewster a light grey Brooks Bros. wool suit. I'm wearing a black 
Ferragamo wool suit. My hair is slick, black and wavy. Rock music, namely 
Bruce Springsteen, plays on the cheap speakers sitting in the corners of 
the bar. 

“He really jumped? | still can’t believe the old lunk bit the dust,” says 
Brewster. 

Before | speak, Spencer cuts in. 


“Who cares how he died, Bewster? Now that the old, brittle, cheap 
bastard is dead, we're swimming in money. All those accounts come our 
way.” Spencer finishes his Stoli rocks and asks the tall bartender with 
cropped dark hair for a refill. | chug my Jack rocks, Brewster downs his 
Jameson rocks, and we both ask for another. 

“We pick the most prominent accounts and dump the rest with the sale. 
I'm going to sell his firm to one of the big banks asap.” 

Both of them look at me like I'm an alien from Mars. 

“What? Just say what's on your mind,” | state. 

“Lex, you spent all this time getting those shares, getting his firm, only to 
sell it like a bargain basement sale?” exudes Brewster. 

With my index finger pointing, | reply. 

“First | strip it down, then | sell it.” 

“Why did you want to do this again? Just the stress alone would have 
killed a normal man,” Spencer chimes in. 

“Look you two. That firm will be more valuable to sell now than it will be 
two months from now once the numbers all add up. Bergstein started to 
accrue a ton of debt with mortgage bonds and a few bad deals. I'll leave it 
at that. Just trust me when | tell you I'm going to make a profit, which 
means you two and Carrington will, too.” 

“Alright, Lex. You've got us there.” 

“I'm so glad to have your approval, Brewster.” 

There is merit in what they're both saying. However, ask any big game 
hunter and he'll tell you that once the thrill of the game, the thrill of the 
conquest is over, you move forward and onto the next one. With Bergstein, 
it was business and it was personal. | could revamp the whole structure of 
his firm, from top to bottom, merge both firms together, but that would mean 
I'd personally accrue that debt and that would also cut my time with Nea 
shorter, and that is not a good thing. Especially since the main income of 
my firm comes directly from oil contracts. And where does that oil come 
from? Her father’s refineries. | have to look at the long-term goals of my 
firm. In the short-term, I'm guaranteed to make a huge profit selling H. 
Bergstein to Goldman or Morgan. Long-term? It's anyone's guess and one 
thing I've learned about Wall Street is you don't guess; you know. 

“Maybe Benjamin Craine would buy it?” asks Brewster. 


“| wouldn't do that to him, handing him debt and a wildcard like that. It's 
not that | have a conscience in regards to it. It's that Craine and | have a 
formal arrangement between each other to send one another good 
business from time to time. | plan to honor that agreement, gentlemen.” 

Spencer looks at Brewster, raises his glass, and shouts, “To Lex!” 

“Hear, hear! To Lex!” yells Brewster. 

We drink in unison. 


The next day | enter the H. Bergstein building on Wall Street. | pass 
security, the front desk, enter the elevator, and head to the main floor. As | 
enter, | walk past the trading floor. Everyone stares at me. Anderson, 
wearing a black Gucci double-breasted suit, greets me. His hair, which is a 
widow's peak hairline, is oiled back. 

“Hey, Lex. Been awhile. Heard the news. The old goat bit the dust and 
now you're head honcho here. Congrats.” 

He pats me on the shoulder of my grey Armani jacket. 

“Gotta takes risks in life, Anderson. | told you that before.” 

“Ah, rumor has it you're gonna sell the firm to one of the big banks.” 

He pauses for confirmation. 

“What's really on your mind, Anderson?” 

“Just ah, you know I'm having a son? Can you believe that? Another male 
Anderson. Anyway, | was wondering if you might have a position in your 
firm, the one on Fifth Avenue, for me?” 

I grin, then reply, “You didn't want anything to do with my firm in the 
beginning, Anderson. Or did you forget that?” 

“Ah, hey, everything seemed iffy back then,” he whines. 

“Anderson, I'm going to give you some advice for old times sake. You're 
right: | am going to sell the firm. It's going to be like a garage sale for 
whoever buys it, so you should perhaps give Benjamin Craine a call or 
Morgan. They may need someone like you. But if | were you | wouldn't wait. 
There's going to be a lot of people unemployed real soon,” | smile. 

Looking at me, Anderson says, “Uh thanks, Lex.” 

He hurries down the stairs, past the trading floor, and begins emptying his 
desk. Now to do what | came here for. 


“Betty.” 

“Oh, hello Mr. Wellker,” she says, taking her fingers off the Quotron 
computer. 

“Here. Take my card. Look around you. Everyone you see will be looking 
for work by the end of the week. | need another secretary and the job is 
yours if you want it.” 

She looks at my card. Her facial expression almost seems sad. 

“Thank you and yes, | would greatly appreciate working for you, Mr.-” 

“Lex, Betty. Call me Lex. We've known each other for too long to not 
bypass the formalities. Come to my office next Monday. My secretary 
Mallory will be there to help you adjust to things. I'll see you soon.” 

“Thank you, Lex!” she yells as | walk away from her desk. | could have 
just called her instead of coming here but | wanted to be here one last time. 
To think, this is a// mine now but it won't be long before | gut it just like 
Bergstein said | would. Tough break, old man. 


There’s no word from Detective Rasoli, which is good news for me. | have 
no empathy, no feeling, no emotion for what | did to Bergstein. | gave the 
old bastard multiple opportunities to sell, and he refused to do so just in 
spite. To have no conscience regarding his death doesn’t make me a 
sociopath. It just means I’m willing to do anything to make a deal. The 
morning of the twenty-sixth | get a call from Larry. One of the big banks, 
Bear Stearns, makes a bid for the H. Bergstein firm and | accept. Mortgage 
bonds, junk bonds, are their forte. Good luck siphoning out all the shitty 
ones from the good ones. From what Wu showed me, there’s a heckuva lot 
more bad than good. Not my problem anymore. Lar promises that all the 
paperwork is in order and the sale will be final before | leave for Saudi 
Arabia. I’m making billions now and | keep rising higher in the financial 
world. 


Ceremony 


Spencer, Brewster, and | fly to Saudi Arabia in my Learjet early morning, 
December twenty-eight. The deal with Bear Stearns is finalized, the 
paperwork signed, the money transferred to my account. After landing, the 
three of us are shown to our rooms. Saleh greets me and tells me of the 
custom of the groom not seeing the bride before the ceremony. The whole 
thing sounds ridiculous to me but it is their custom. | tell Saleh that Nea can 
deal with the dowry herself as well as any gifts from anyone. Apparently, 
that’s also a big tradition over here. 

“Lex, you must not disrespect our way of marriage,” says Saleh. 

“I'm not disrespecting anything, Saleh. | know about your ceremony, 
about the passages read from your book, about the separate dining halls 
for men and women. | get it. I’m here, aren't I? All I’m saying is | think it 
would be best for Nea to deal with things I’m not involved in personally.” 

Saleh walks towards the open window in my room. 

“| understand, Lex. I’m sure she will not mind doing so. Women love gifts, 
eh? I'd like you and your friends should come to the banquet hall and see a 
rehearsal ceremony. It is the easiest way to ensure the wedding goes 
smooth,” he states. 

“Sure, Saleh.” 

As he leaves, he turns and says to me, “I heard about that banker; the 
one that jumped from the building.” 

He waits for me to respond. 

“What about him?” | ask. 

“Was he a friend of yours?” 

“Not in the least.” 


Spencer paces in his room after the rehearsal ceremony as Brewster and 
|, sitting in wicker chairs, smirk. 

“Lex, I’m bored out of my fucking mind. Don't misunderstand me. The 
food here is /ovely, as are most of the people we've met, though | must 


admit Saleh seemed to give me the ol’ ‘evil eye’ the other night at dinner. 
What I'd give just for one /ittle hit of marching powder.” 

“Relax, Spence. You've been here for less than three days. Tonight we'll 
go to the festival celebrating the New Year. Tomorrow | marry and you two 
can go back to New York afterwards.” 

Looking at me, he asks, “Tomorrow as in tomorrow night?” 

“Yeah, Spence. Tomorrow night. I'll have Scramm fly you guys back.” 

Spencer grabs both my hands. Shaking them he says, “Thank you, thank 
you.” 

Brewster laughs as | continue. “We're going to have our honeymoon in 
Hawaii. We're leaving the day after tomorrow, so Scramm will be able to fly 
back here and get us.” 

“Why don't you take her jet, Lex?” asks Brewster. 

“Because | like to be in control, Brewster. | don't want to be in anyone's 
debt. Understand?” | firmly state. 

“Yeah, | get it.” 

“Good. Since we're here, | wanted to tell the both of you something about 
tonight. During the New Year's Eve party, I'm going to slip away and meet 
Nea in a secluded spot. I'd rather not involve you guys in my affairs, but if 
anyone asks where | am, just tell them | ‘retired for the evening’.” 

Spencer, smiling, says, “Are you fucking kidding me? Lex, this is the most 
excitement I've had since I've been here. A covert operation involving the 
great Lex Wellker. Count me in!” 

“Spence, you act like you've been here for a month. It hasn't even been 
three full days yet,” inclines Brewster. 

“It's because it feels like a month, Brewster. Lex, we've got you covered. 
Right, Brewie?” 

“Of course. Seriously Lex, you should be able to see the bride before the 
wedding. Tradition or not,” states Brewster. 

“Are you kidding, Brewie? They'd probably kil/ him and her if he did. | 
mean, we both know they do that already to certain people,” Spencer 
states. 

“Do tell, Spence?” grins Brewster. 

“| just need you two to be alert, which means no hard liquor tonight. You 
can drink yourselves silly tomorrow afternoon before you fly out at night.” 


“Silly is my middle name Lex,’chuckles Spencer. 


There's fireworks in the air as midnight brings another year. The three of 
us are standing outside on the patio, watching the lights in the sky, which 
were arranged by Saleh. No one has said much to me, nor to Spencer and 
Brewster. We're fine with that. There's a language barrier with just about 
everyone we've encountered. We don't speak Arabic, and they don't speak 
English. As we sip champagne, | nod to Spencer and Brewster. | approach 
Saleh, who stands near his wife. They must have just come from being with 
Nea and her friends. Strangely, his wife, Nea's mother, hasn't said a word 
to me since I've arrived. 

“To the New Year Saleh, and the great business it will most surely bring 
between us,” | say, raising my glass. “And to Nea and our ceremony later 
today.” 

“Yes, Lex. | shall drink to that.” 

After finishing our glasses, | decide it’s time to meet Nea. 

“I'm going to retire for the evening and get some rest for later, Saleh.” 

“Good, Lex, good. | will see you later at the ceremony.” 

| nod to his wife and walk around through the palace’s 
wooden doors and down the long hall. Before | open the back door, | look 
around, see no one, and exit. The moonlight guides me to the old well, 
which is, as Nea said, about a half mile from her home. | hear other 
footsteps in the grass as | approach the cement well. 

“Lex,” whispers Nea. 

“Nea.” 

We both drop out of the moon's light, laying on the grass, like two teens 
on their first date. Lex Wellker, billionaire teenager. 

“| missed you so much, Lex. We can't stay here long.” 

As we kiss, she reaches for my linen pants, unties them, and begins 
stroking my penis. | reach under her long dress and begin fingering her 
moist vagina. She quickly backs away. 

“No, Lex. This isn’t right. Not now, not yet. | must observe my country’s 
customs. Later tonight, my love. After we are married.” 

“Okay, Nea. Your call. See you at the altar.” 


“| love you, Lex.” 

“Love you too, Nea.” 

She leaves first, running under the moonlight, leaving nothing to chance, 
as she goes around the huge palace and out of my sight. | lay low, like a 
hunchback, avoiding the moonlight till | get to back door. Slowly opening it, 
| see a man and a woman laughing as they walk down the brightly lit hall 
and turn left and away from where I’m standing. Quickly, | enter and walk 
briskly to my room. Inside, my thoughts go back to something | said to Nea: 
‘Your call’. I’m still treating this relationship like a stock purchase. 


Spencer, Brewster, and | are standing under a floral awning on the beach 
a few miles from Saleh’s palace. I’m wearing a YSL White Bespoke suit 
with notched lapels, vest, shirt, tie, and white cap toe shoes that were 
custom made for occasion. Spence is wearing a white Piero Dimitri tuxedo 
and white cap shoes and Brewster has on a Calvin Klein white tuxedo with 
white cap shoes. 

“If | knew it was going to get this warm, | would've worn a white Speedo, 
Lex.” 

“This is actually mild compared to what it normally is here, Spence.” 

“Really? Well, I'm happy I'm not going to stay long enough to find out. | 
feel like stripping this suit off and diving into the ocean.” 

“Relax, Spence. The ceremony won't be long,” Brewster assures him. 

“| guess you two didn't read a copy of my vows,” | chuckle. 

As the traditional Wagner's ‘Wedding March’ begins to play, | look at the 
Golden Hall's double glass doors, and wait for Nea to appear. She does 
appear, in glorious beauty, with Saleh holding her arm, walking her down 
the red velvet carpet as her friends and family, all one hundred of them, 
look on. Nea's wedding dress train looks like it's ten feet long. It’s a Gianni 
Versace silk, beaded, with embroidery on sleeves, dress. She’s also 
wearing low heel Versace white shoes. She’s wearing a chiffon veil over 
her face. She look stunning. When | woke this morning | called Wally and 
bought more tech shares of a stock called Apple. Each share cost a 
quarter. | bought two hundred thousand shares. Wally assures me this 
company represents the future in technology. He hasn't steered me wrong 


yet and if | Know Benjamin Craine, and | do, he'll be buying a bulk of those 
shares, too. | have to be competitive; | have to stay on top. It’s the only way 
to stay ahead of everyone else. The Speaker or Minister, whoever he is, 
begins reading from his book. Nea has two bridesmaids wearing long, 
muslin white dresses. | smile as Nea and | hold hands. | can see her bold, 
brown eyes thorough her veil and the shadow of her cheeks, which lets me 
know she’s smiling, too. After the Minister is finished speaking, we read our 
Vows. 

“Nea, | love you. You are the most beautiful woman | have ever known. It 
is my honor to have you as my wife. | will always be faithful to you and | will 
forever love you.” 

I’m actually proud of that little speech. Straight to the point. 

“Lex, it is my honor to become your wife and | will always be faithful to 
you and forever love you. | have never known a man as strong, as resilient, 
as you. I’m so very grateful to have met you on that fateful day. | look 
forward to starting a family with you and to have you forever by my side. | 
love you.” 

| pull out a platinum diamond matching wedding band for her ring from 
Tiffanys and place it on her finger. One of the bridesmaids hands Nea a 
gold wedding band which she places on my finger. As we hold hands, we 
recite the words the Minister speaks. When we finish, he says, “Lex 
Wellker. Nea Sady. | now pronounce you Man and Wife. Mrs. Nea 
Sady-Wellker!” he says. 

Music plays, people stand and clap, as we step down from the podium. 
Saleh shakes my hand and offers us his congratulations. Her mother nods 
at uS aS we walk by the crowd and into the banquet hall. 

“Oh, Lex!” Nea hugs me and | raise her veil and kiss her. 

“| can’t wait till tonight. | want you so bad, baby.” 

| look in the gold oval mirrors on the mahogany walls. My hair is perfect 
and we /ook perfect together. 

“Two separate dining halls?” | ask, confirming what | already know. 

“Yes. One for the men and the other for the women. | know it may not 
make sense to you or your friends, but it’s tradition here.” 


Hearing that word ‘tradition’ has become a small annoyance. As an 
American, | can say we respect tradition but we also break tradition to 
make new tradition. 

The guests come in and separate themselves as they enter the banquet 
room. Men to one side and women to the other. Nea and | sit on a stage, 
the huge wedding cake to the left of us. Her father does a speech in Arabic. 
| have no fucking idea what he’s saying. | look at Spencer and Brewster. 
They're both nodding their heads as if they understand Arabic. Clowns. 
Afterwards, music starts playing, as men begin dancing and women 
cautiously join in. The servers, dressed in tuxedos, begin serving food. First 
to Nea and |, then everyone else. 

“Lamb and Salmon, Lex,” says Nea. 

“Good enough for me,” | state. | drink champagne, Nea drinks water in 
her glass, as the guests eat and drink, too. Most men are wearing suits, but 
the men sitting at the long, rectangular table that seats Saleh, are wearing 
Keffiyeh and muslin shirts, pants, and sandals. That’s the ‘big boys’ sitting 
there. The women wear Hijabs and long dresses. A huge chandelier lights 
the wooden dance floor. Spencer rises from his chair, hands someone near 
him which looks to be his business card, and begins tapping his flute glass. 
| told him not to give a speech, but he looks partly drunk and that is not a 
good thing. Nea looks at me with concern. 

“It'll be okay, Nea. Trust me.” Personally, | don’t think it will. 

“Hear, hear! Can someone please cut the fuc-” Brewster tugs at 
Spencer's pant leg. 

“Er, can someone please stop the music? Thank you, Mr. Invisible 
Someone. I'd like toast Mr. and Mrs. Lex Wellker,” he says, bypassing her 
given birth name, Sady. “I’ve known Lex for a few years now. The sonofa- 
ah, the man, is the absolute best at what he does. I, as is Brewie here, are 
most grateful to know him as our boss and our friend. To Lex!...And Nea! 
Hear, hear!” Spencer yells, finishing his champagne. 

Brewster rises and shouts, “Hear, hear!” 

/ rise and shout, “Hear, hear!” 

The three of us stand in unison. No one else stands. 

Nea, noticing the awkwardness of this, rises, and says, “Hear, hear!” 

The women al/ rise and shout “Hear, hear”. 


Spencer claps at this. 

The men look at each other, but do not rise until Saleh does. 

“To Nea, my lovely daughter, and to her husband, Lex!” 

The men rise, toast us, and finish their glasses as the music begins to 
play. Nea handles the dowry, which in Arab culture, is a very sacred 
tradition. I'm thankful for whatever is given to us, but she can deal with the 
money, the gifts. Women Jove doing that. Saleh walks towards our table 
and informs us the customary dance of man and wife is to soon begin. 


Spencer 


“Listen, the bride and groom dance is going to begin next. | want you to 
play the song on this tape for them, okay?” Spencer asks, as the DJ stares 
at him with a blank look on his face. 

“Brewster, this guy doesn't understand a fucking word 
I'm saying. Perhaps you could speak to him?” 

“If he doesn’t understand you, he's not going to understand me, Spence.” 

“Okay, one more try. Hey, that’s a great song. Okay, this is a cassette,” he 
points, nodding his head. The DJ grins, nods once, and is silent. 

“It's a song called ‘| Love You’ by Climax Blues Band. All you have to do 
is put it in and press play. That's all.” 

The DJ, shaved head, thick eyebrows, thin face, wearing a tunic, muslin 
pants and sandals, takes the cassette from Spencer’s hand, nods to him, 
and puts it in the Mitsubishi stereo system. 

“Great. Thank you so much.” 

Spencer and Brewster step down the podium. Brewster, pulling Spencer 
close to him says, “Spence, you're drunk.” 

“Almost drunk. | mean, don't tell me you like this gypsy music. You're 
twenty-six tears old too, which means we both grew up /istening to the best 
music, not whatever this shit is.” 

“Almost drunk, whatever. Look Spence, you gotta be on your best 
behavior. We both promised Lex.” 

“| know, Brewie, | know.” 


“All right. Just remember we're the foreigners here, not them. Our 
language isn't the language of the land,” Brewster states, his arms forming 
a circle. 

“Brewster, I'm going to tell you something very important, so listen, 
okay?” Spencer says as Brewster grins. 

“We're Americans. Everyone else is a foreigner no matter what country 
we're in.” 


| see Spencer and Brewster speaking as Nea and | step down from the 
stage. Saleh raises Nea's veil, kisses her on her cheek, and leaves the 
floor as | grab her hand. As ‘Il Love You’ from The Climax Blues Band 
begins to play, | realize now it was Spencer’s idea for this song. He is an 
amusing guy to say the least. After we dance, everyone stands and 
applauds. We eventually finish our dinner, and an hour later, say our 
good-byes to her parents. Outside, Spencer and Brewster wait for me near 
the limousine. 

“We're spending the night in a resort nearby,” | say. 

“A resort?” inquires Spencer. 

“Nea, please wait in the limo. I'll only be a moment,” | state. 

“Okay. Goodbye, Spencer. Goodbye, Brewster. Thank you for coming. I'm 
sure I'll see you two in New York.” 

They both say goodbye to her as she enters the limo. 

“First, it's really none of your business where we stay. Second, when a 
woman marries in this country, she eaves her home. We can't spend our 
wedding night at her father’s palace. It's forbidden. Now why don't you two 
hurry back, grab your luggage, go to the airfield, and have Scramm fly you 
both back to New York? The faster the better. | want to be in Hawaii by 
tomorrow night,” | demand. 

“Thanks for the ride back, Lex.” 

“As soon as we land, I'm going to dive into a pillow's worth of blow.” 

“You're welcome, Brewster. And Spence? Just make sure you're at the 
office in a couple days.” 

| enter the limo and the driver begins to take us to the private resort. 

“Everything okay, baby?” asks Nea. 


“Yes. Everything's fine, Nea. I'm very much looking forward to tonight and 
Hawaii.” 

“So am I, honey. First, the resort, then Hawaii. It's going to be wonderful,” 
she gasps. 

“Is everything arranged for your luggage to arrive in New York when we 
fly back?” | inquire. 

“Yes. | won't be back to my home, well, I'm not sure when. But I'm fine 
with that.” She grabs my arm. 

“So am |, Nea. So am I.” 


Honeymoon 


We're laying on a beach in Honolulu. Nea is drinking Evian water. I'm 
having a Johnnie Walker Blue rocks. The sun's rays tan her already light 
brown skin, whereas they burn mine. 

“Lex, would you please put some lotion on my back?” she asks as she 
turns over on her stomach. Nea is wearing a pink bikini from Versace, Dior 
dark oval sunglasses and sandals, and a Philip Treacy straw hat. 

“Sure, if you dump the rest of the bottle on my back,” | jest. 

“| think you're getting tan, Lex. At least, it looks that way to me,” she 
grins. 

“| guess that's why they say looks can be deceiving, darling.” I'm wearing 
black Giorgio Armani swim trunks and Armani gold-rimmed Aviator 
sunglasses. 

Last night, we had sex at the resort. It was our wedding night. Nea 
however, says we made love. Thus the different interpretations between 
male and female. We flew to Hawaii as soon as Scramm landed on the 
runway in Saudi Arabia. He’s staying at a luxury hotel nearby. 

“Lex, we can finally talk about the baby,” she smiles. “No more secrets.” 

“What is it you wish to discuss?” | ask as | lather lotion on her smooth, tan 
back. 

“If it’s a boy, what name would you like?” 


“| told you already that’s for you to decide, Nea. Names aren’t important 
to me. I'll agree with almost anything you put forth,” | smirk. 

“Okay. How about Christopher? | like that name. Christopher 
Sady-Wellker,” she surmises. 

“Sounds great, Nea. And if the child’s a girl?” 

“Christine?” 

“Fine by me.” 

As Nea oils my back, my satellite phone rings. 

“Lex? It’s Larry.” 

“Lar? You do realize I’m on my honeymoon, right?” 

“| Know and I’m sorry but | thought you should know the Detective Rasolli 
wanted you to come in and answer some more questions at your earliest 
convenience. | told him you're in another country and he said he could 
wait.” 

“Lar, I’m not being charged with anything, right?” 

“Right.” 

“Then tell him in not so many words he can fuck off. He’s fishing Lar, and 
I’m not going to be his bait. I’m paying you so | don’t get phone calls like 
this. And before he suggests it, no polygraph slash lie detector bullshit 
either. Take care of it. | don’t want to ever hear about this again,” | demand. 

“All right. And Lex? Congratulations on your marriage.” 

“Yeah, sure.” 

Hanging up, | Know Rasoli doesn’t believe me and Larry probably doesn't 
either. But, there were no cameras, no witnesses, so Rasoli’s only option is 
for me to sit in a room with him as he tries to intimidate me into saying 
something. Fuck him. It’s quite amazing what the mind can do, really. | 
killed Bergstein and yet | know if | did consent to a lie detector test, I'd pass 
with flying colors because | have no remorse or no regret for dropping the 
bastard to his death. His life was meaningless to me. His shares weren't. 
Not all life is precious. 

“Lex, what was that about?” 

“My lawyer. Some nonsense about the cop that’s in charge of the 
Bergstein suicide wants me to come down to his precinct for another 
conversation. | didn’t tell you but Bergstein, the man | used to work for, 
jumped off a building and committed suicide during a charity event we both 


were attending. | saw it happen. | was there. No one else was. | gained 
possession of his firm afterwards. His shares went to me so this cop 
probably believes | had something to do with his death.” 

The sun’s rays beat down on my body as Nea takes off her sunglasses. 

“Lex, why didn’t you tell me? I'm so sorry, baby.” 

“Don't be. We weren't friends. Truth be told, it made things much easier 
for me. After his death, | gained his firm, then sold it for a huge profit. | 
didn’t want to say anything to you because it’s not the most positive topic, 
especially with the wedding and all. It’s over now. It’s in the past.” | don't 
want to completely lie to her. She's smart. It'll surely come up again 
sometime, somewhere, and I'll have the same reaction as | do now, and 
she'll see that. No use pretending otherwise. 

“Oh, um, Okay.” 

“Nea, your father wouldn't hesitate to make a huge deal like that, either. 
It's the only way men like us can continue to stay on top,” | relate. 

A waiter in a short sleeve white cotton button down shirt and shorts, with 
short hair, thin body, takes our drinks. We ask for refills. 

“Daddy doesn't involve me in his business but from some of the 
conversations I’ve overheard, he can be as shrewd as they come. | guess 
in that way, you're both very much alike,” she states. 

“Perhaps. Hey, let’s go in the ocean and cool off.” 

“Okay.” 

| grab her hand, she smiles, and we run into the ocean, the warm waves 
splashing against our bodies. The beach is littered with men and women 
tanning and burning. The ocean is littered with boogie-boarders and 
surfers. | put my arms around her neck. As we kiss, children point and say, 
“Ewwwwwww.” 

| never liked kids. 


New York City 


We arrive back in New York Sunday, January 14. There’s a carrier service 
van waiting outside my apartment with her luggage from Saudi Arabia, 
which she jettisoned over here. Boris, the front desk attendant, assists in 
bringing the luggage up, | hand him three hundred dollars for my gratitude. 

“Wow, | can’t believe we really did it, Lex. We’re married and soon to 
have a family.” 

Nea wraps her arms around me. | begin caressing her back under her 
pink blouse. 

“You're correct, Nea. By the way, don’t you think you should go to a 
doctor? You haven’t had a check-up since you found out you were 
pregnant,” | discuss, as | wheel her Tumi luggage into our bedroom. 

“Yes. you're right. After | had what you call ‘morning sickness’ in my 
country, | discreetly purchased a pregnancy kit over the counter. After the 
results, | actually burned the kit. Can you believe it?” she asks, taking 
clothes out of one of her suitcases. 

“With what you told me about the consequences being pregnant before 
marriage in your country, yes, | can believe it. | know a doctor in Midtown. 
He’s very discreet. Most doctors are, but some unfortunately aren’t. This 
guy is. We'll make an appointment to see him this week,” | state. 

“Thank you, Lex.” 

“What about the apartment at Trump Tower?” 

“Oh, daddy just wants me to go there every so often, check on the place. 
That's all.” 

“Your father trusts you, doesn’t he?” 

“Yes he does. That’s why it’s painful to not tell him about the baby till the 
time is right.” 

She places a pair of designer jeans on the bed and stares at the white 
wall. 

“Nea. You're doing what you feel is right for our child, marriage, yourself 
and your family.” | make sure to touch her stomach as | say this. 


“| know Lex, but it doesn’t make it any easier. There’s my religion to 
consider, as well. | just.......... | just wish things were much simpler in my 
culture. That's all.” 

Nea puts her head on my shoulders. | can visibly see she’s shaken up by 
this. There’s another side | also consider when | speak to her regarding 
this: the oil contracts. If Saleh ever found out Nea was pregnant before we 
married, he may cut me off completely from doing business with him. It’s 
not a guarantee, but it’s something | do not wish to take a chance with. 

“You're doing the right thing, Nea. C’mon. We'll put away the luggage 
later. Let's get something to eat.” 

“Okay, honey. Lex? Than you for being so thoughtful and understanding.” 

“You're welcome, Nea.” 


Shattered Dreams 


Friday night brings a bit of snow to the city. Nea couldn’t be happier as 
she sees it for the first time. We're walking down Park Avenue. We just 
finished eating at an Italian restaurant nearby. 

“It's beautiful, Lex,” she believes, as she touches the flakes with her 
gloved hands. The silver fox fur coat and hat she’s wearing keeps her warm 
in the twenty-five degree weather. My black Giorgio Armani trench and 
gloves do the job for me. 

“Look at your hair, honey. It’s all white,” she laughs. 

“After the baby is born, I’m sure it'll be white sooner than later,” | chuckle. 

“Oh, he’s going to be a wonderful child. A boy, Lex. We're going to have a 
boy,” she states, as we walk arm and arm down the block. The streetlamps 
light the way for those of us still out at this time of night. 

Yesterday, Nea went to see Doctor Ruckson. Everything checked out 
fine. The sonogram, the baby’s vitals, Nea’s health; all perfect. | don’t 
remember ever seeing her this happy. The fact that the child is a boy adds 
a bit of my happiness to hers. 


“I'm going to start having a ‘bump’ soon, honey. It’s been almost two 
months. | think | should call daddy and tell him tomorrow.” 

We stop walking under a streetlamp. The wind’s breeze whistles like a 
whippoorwill. 

“Do you think he'll question when it happened?” | ask. 

“No, no. Lex, it’s time. It will help me immensely talking to him about it. 
He'll be elated, as will mother.” 

“Okay. It's what, eleven o’clock now? You're eight hours ahead over 
there, so it’s seven am now.” 

“No worries, honey. We'll go home, make love, and I'll call him in the 
morning.” 

“Sounds delightful to me, beautiful.” 


| wake early morning. The Sony digital clock on the Harrison Van Horn 
end table reads 5:35 am. It’s not the moon’s rays shining through my 
window that wakes me. It’s the sounds coming from the bathroom. The 
sound of Nea crying and speaking. 

“No, no, no. No. No. Not now. No, please Allah, no.” 

| hop out of my bed. Walking barefoot, | slowly open the bathroom door in 
our room. The first thing | see is Nea on her hands and knees, her hands 
covering her face, the tears streaming down them, her head and body 
trembling. The second thing | see is a mixed blob of colors in the toilet: red 
blood, blue, and something dark. It’s a small mass of something. 
Immediately it hits me what that something is: our baby. 

Looking up, she says, “Lex, our baby, Lex. Our beautiful baby. Oh Lex, 
no!” | hold her and close the toilet lid. | can feel the cold of her tears on my 
shoulders. As her body trembles, as she cries out no, no, no, something 
happens to me that hasn't since | was a child, and saw my parents on that 
fateful night: | begin to cry. 

“I’m here, Nea. Shhhhhhhh, I’m here, honey.” 

“Lex,” she says, looking up at me. “I’m being punished by Allah, Lex. 
Punished for conceiving a child before marriage.” Her eyes are red, 
swollen. Her face is pale, white. There's vomit in the shower. 

“No, Nea. That child was conceived in love. Love between the two of us. 
Allah isn’t punishing you. No one is punishing you or us.” 


She places her head on my chest. There is no reasoning for this. | ask 
myself How can you even begin to comprehend how she’s feeling? 
| can’t. | can only hold her till she falls asleep from the pain or chooses to 
get up herself. An anger comes over me like never before. There’s no one 
to hurt for this, no one to condemn. There’s nothing either of us can do 
other than take the pain. 

As | hold her, | reach out to flush the toilet. She grabs my arm. 

“No! Lex, can we save it?” 

“Save? Nea, what are you-” 

“The baby, Lex. Maybe there’s something we can do. Maybe somehow-” 

“No, Nea. There’s nothing we can do.” 

And there truly is nothing we can do. All the money in the world cannot 
save the child in that toilet. Nothing can. And that’s the reality of the life we 
live. 

“| want to try. Get me a-a bag. Something to put Christopher in, Lex.” 

She tries to stand, grips the sink, but immediately falls down. Grabbing 
her, | hold her close to me as she continues to sob. 

“Please, Lex. Please get a bag.” 

What can | do? She’s my wife. That's our child floating in the toilet. 

“Okay. I'll be right back.” 

“Okay.” 

The insanity of the moment does not surpass my mind. | grab a large, 
plastic Ziploc bag from under the kitchen sink and plastic gloves. Nea sits 
on the ceramic ledge of the shower observing me. As | open the toilet lid, 
she turns away, then turns back, as tears streak down her face. Reaching 
in, | grab what | can of the bloody mass and place it in the bag. | do this 
twice, seal the bag, flush the toilet, then vomit inside the toilet. Nea rubs my 
back. 

“Thank you, Lex.” 

As | hold her, | open the cabinet under the bathroom sink with my right 
hand, grab a large plastic bag, and place the Ziploc bag inside. 

“What now, Lex? What do we do now?” 

“We take things slow, Nea.” 

It's the best answer | can come up with. 


For the remainder of the weekend, Nea stays in bed. | order food delivery 
but she refuses to eat. | manage to talk her into drinking water and eating 
small pieces of bread. She vomits the first time after doing this, but 
manages to keep the fluids and bread down after that. We don't talk much. 
She sleeps for most of the day. There's no book on how to proceed with 
this. You take things each day, one at a time, as they come. 

On Monday morning | go to a funeral parlor and purchase an urn. | didn't 
consult Nea about this. It's something | think she'd want. I'll find out soon 
enough. | open the apartment door and walk towards the jar that sits on the 
mahogany bureau inside our bedroom that has the plastic bag with 
‘Christopher’ inside it. After quietly placing the bag inside the urn, | wake 
Nea. 

“Nea? Nea. There's something I'd like you to see.” 

She turns towards me and | hand her the golden urn. 

Sitting up, she reads the inscription: 


Christopher Sady-Wellker 
Our Beautiful Baby Boy 
October 1989 - January 1990 


Crying, she holds the urn close to her chest. 

“Oh Lex. It's beautiful. It's so beautiful. Is he really inside it?” Her bold, 
brown eyes widen when she asks me this. 

“Yes, he is.” 

She looks over my shoulder, sees the ceramic jar's lid on the bureau, and 
hugs me. 

“Thank you, Lex. Thank you so much. You always know what to do. 
Always.” 

Nea, without a doubt, is the strongest woman | have ever known in my 
entire life. 

“Nea, | want you to listen to what | have to say: We'll try. In time, we'll try 
again. We will have a wonderful child one day. We will.” 

Sobbing on my chest, she says, “I believe we will, Lex. One day we will.” 


Tuesday Afternoon 


Nea hasn't left the apartment since the miscarriage. She's beginning to 
eat though, which is good. I'm sitting at my desk, concealing my anger best 
| can. It doesn't escape my mind this is the second child I've lost within five 
months. I've told no one about Karen, nor does anyone know Nea was 
pregnant. Mallory buzzes me out of my daze. 

“Lex? There's a Detective Rasoli here to see you. | told him he's not on 
the schedule.” 

Fucking pig. 

“That's okay, Mallory. Send him in.” 

Rasoli walks in wearing the same fucking hat, the same fucking suit, as 
the two previous times I've seen him. | don't stand when he enters. 

“I'm a bit confused, Detective. My lawyer didn't inform me you were 
coming today and your name isn't in my appointment book.” 

“Did he inform you that | wanted to speak to you again? | had to call him 
because you never got back to any of the messages | left on your 
answering machine,” he says, pulling out a leather chair and sitting. 

“He did and | must have accidently erased your messages when | erased 
the tape when my wife and | returned from our honeymoon in Hawaii. Last 
thing | wanted to hear was a half hour's worth of messages,” | state. 

“Hawaii, huh? How was it?” he asks, a fake smile coming across his fat 
face. 

“It was great. Ever been?” 

“No. To be honest Lex, don't have the time or money. Not all of us are 
millionaires like yourself.” 

“Billionaire.” 

“Excuse me?” 

“You called me a millionaire. I'm a billionaire. There's a difference,” | 
smugly state. 

“Did you become a billionaire (he raises two fingers on both hands 
making a mocking gesture) before or after Bergstein died?” 


Tapping my desk, | answer, “Before, if you must know, though | don't see 
the relevance.” 

“Oh, okay, yeah, | guess you wouldn't.” 

“What is it you're really here for, Detective?” 

| clasp my hands together and lean forward. 

“I came by to see if you remembered anything else about the night 
Bergstein, ah, ‘jumped’.” 

| smirk but behind the facsimile, my blood rises, sitting here, dealing with 
this schmuck, thinking of Nea, thinking of Christopher. And | think I've had 
enough of this cop's harassment. 

“No.” 

“You sure? Do you think you could possibly think back and recite-” 

“No.” 

“Excuse me?” 

“| said no, Detective. | said what | had to the last time | voluntarily came 
to see you.” 

“Okay, Lex. If that's the way you want to play it.” 

He stands and straightens his beige trench coat. 

“Let's cut the bullshit, Rasoli.” 

He raises his eyebrows as | continue. 

“If you come to my office one more time, or call my home number, or 
somehow ‘run into me’ (I make the same mocking gesture as he did with 
his fingers) in a restaurant, on the street, or ata newspaper stand, | will 
personally file a harassment charge against you and your precinct, seeing 
as how you have to sign out where you're going, which makes them 
culpable of your actions. Are we clear?” 

He doesn't say anything. 

“Enjoy your day, ‘Lex’.” 

He leaves, knowing that | know he has nothing. Spencer and Brewster 
stand in the hallway, then walk into my office. 

“What did mister dark and broody want?” asks Spencer. 

“Nothing for either of you to be concerned about.” 

“How’s Nea adjusting to life in New York?” Brewster asks. 

After a slight pause, | respond. 

“Great. She's doing great.” 


After | leave my office, | stop off at a French Bistro, order food to go, have 
a drink (Jack rocks) while | wait, and then hitch a cab back to the 
apartment. | decided to wait for the food myself to perhaps clear my mind 
and contemplate the last few days. As | enter the apartment, | see Nea 
talking on the phone, crying. 

“Yes, daddy. | know, | know and | am so sorry. | cannot-....yes, | 
understand. Please tell mother how sorry | am. Yes, | understand.” 

She places the cordless phone down, sits on the couch, and begins to 
sob. 

“Nea, | brought some food home. You spoke to your father?” | ask, with 
concern of my own. 

“Yes, Lex. | had to. | had to tell him, Lex. It’s the only way for me to obtain 
absolution from Allah. | had to tell him what happened with our baby.” 

| look away, then sit next to her, and place my hands on my knees. This is 
a very delicate situation. | need to proceed with caution. 

“What exactly did you tell him?” 

“The truth, Lex. That | was pregnant before we married and that | had a 
miscarriage because of that.” 

“Nea, you didn’t miscarry because of that. What happened, happened. 
Sometimes there are no answers. Sometimes things like this happen for no 
reason.” 

“No, Lex. You’re wrong. It happened because-” 

| take her hands off her face and look at her in her eyes. 

“Listen to me, Nea. You’re a wonderful woman. We're going to have a 
beautiful child together. You'll see. Just give it time. You’re not at fault for 
any of this. You have to believe that.” 

“Oh, Lex! Daddy says | disgraced him and mother; that | disgraced myself 
and brought shame upon the whole family. What do | do now?” 

She cries as | hold her. Her beautiful body shakes as if she’s reliving that 
horrible tragedy all over again. And why? Because of some misguided 
custom in her country? Saleh will undoubtedly wish to speak with me soon. 

“Did your father say he wanted to talk with me?” 


She nods her head, her mascara running down her face as she looks at 
me. 

“Yes, but not today. He said he'll call you tomorrow. I’m sorry, Lex. | didn’t 
really think about the repercussions this would have on you and your 
business with him. I’m just so sorry for all of this,” she weeps. 

“Shhhhhhh, it’s no one’s fault, beautiful. No one’s at all. Listen to me.” 

Looking into her swollen eyes | say, “I don’t want you to feel guilty or 
shame about what happened. It’s no one’s fault, do you hear? No one’s.” 

Nea looks away and lays down on the couch. | take off her socks and 
begin massaging her soft, perfect feet. She eventually falls asleep. An hour 
later, as I’m watching the nightly news, my satellite phone rings. 

“Lex? Wally. Listen, word around the grapevine here is there's this-” 

“Not now, Wally,” | say, running my hand through my greasy hair. 

“What?” 

“| said not now. We'll talk later.” 

| hang up and walk into my ‘office’ room, where my Quotron is. Sitting in 
front of it, | begin looking at the oil contracts running through and estimate 
their total worth, their total dividend payout. If Saleh cuts me off, | won't be 
ruined, but it will be like a sledgehammer came across my chest and put a 
huge hole inside me. It'll be close enough to disaster for me and my firm. 
This is one time when I’m not in charge and | don't like it one bit. 


Conversation 


The next day Carrington calls me at home and tells me about a tip he 
heard about a stock called Intel. 

“It's going to take off in a year or so, guaranteed. They’re going to be one 
of the big boys in the computer field, making chips and processors for the 
hardware. Trust me on this, Lex.” 

“It's your job if it doesn’t come through, Carrington.” 

“Hey, I’m willing to bet on that, Lex.” 

“Good, cause you just wagered it, pal.” 


| call Wally and within the next ten minutes, | buy three hundred thousand 
shares of it at a price of sixty-three cents per share. | go on my Quotron 
and look for the latest updates on it. It rises two cents after my purchase. 
The high speed line that | had installed has worked wonders in buying, 
selling, and trading for my firm as well as the faster ones at my office. Even 
having as little as a two second jump on the big firms Downtown can mean 
a profit of millions. | Keep thinking about this to get my mind off of when 
Saleh will call. 

| walk into the bedroom where Nea sleeps. | could bring her to a doctor, 
but they’d prescribe some pill for depression in which she may or may not 
get hooked on. | think it’s better for her to go through this without the 
ramifications of drugs. One thing I’ve learned in this industry is that the 
pharmaceutical companies don't give a shit about you. They only give a 
shit about their profit margin. My satellite phone rings at ten am. 

“Lex?” 

“Saleh.” 

“Lex, you have brought shame upon Nea and my family. You have 
caused a harm that cannot be undone. | should cut off all contact with you 
regarding our business immediately and | would, if not for my daughter. 
Consider what | say next a parting gift, American. I’m going to cut off half of 
our business. I'd end all endeavors with you if you weren't married to my 
daughter. You corrupted her, Lex. Corrupted her with your American culture 
where anything goes. But unfortunately, you are married and she loves you. 
That is the only reason | do not cut her off completely from my life.” 

| pause for a second. | look outside and see the sun, it’s rays glaring 
through the window. | remember when | was a child, mopping floors, 
cleaning bathrooms, dusting books and shelves at the library so | could 
read books that would take me away from reality. Books that eventually 
armed me with the knowledge to become as successful as | have. In short, 
| remember who | am. 

“Listen, pal. If you want to cut off business completely, I’m game. You're 
not doing me any favors by holding oil over my head.” 

“Excuse me?” 

“And another thing: maybe you could explain this fucked up thing that 
you've got going on over there. You mean to tell me if a woman, if 


someone's daughter, your daughter, loves a man, conceives a child in love 
before those two are married, that you abolish her in your home and 
society?” 

“You would not under-” 

“You’re damn right | don't, sport. | thought love conquers all? Apparently 
not in your country. Nea and | love each other, Saleh. Now, | know in Saudi 
Arabia and most Arab countries you can have what, seven wives? But here 
in little ol’ America, we marry the one and only woman we love. Now that’s 
something you wouldn't understand.” 

| hang up and immediately go to my computer, placing stop put orders on 
all oil contracts. | do this not for my own safety, but for the investors that 
have literally poured billions into my company. Whatever Saleh does next, 
I'll take a loss, but | have to make sure it will only be for the short-term. My 
investors will stick with me because I’m doing this for them. If | didn't, I'd 
lose them long-term and that may not be something | could recover from in 
the foreseeable future. 

| call Wally and ask him to fish around for oil contracts. At first, he’s silent. 
It’s the only time he hasn't rambled on in all the time that I’ve known him. 
After a few seconds, he says he will. An hour later he calls and tells me he 
has a few people that want to cut a deal. One is in Iraq; the other is in 
Venezuela. | tell him Iraq is risky. Too many issues going on with the United 
States to invest over there. We go with Venezuela. | pick up a bulk order 
now so it will pay off later. 

“You finished in Saudi Arabia, Lex?” asks Wally. 

“Could be, Wally. Long story.” 

“Okay, Lex. We'll roll the dice with this deal, then.” 

After we talk, | call Soencer and have him put the phone on speaker for 
Brewster and Carrington to hear. 

“You're going to see a huge crude oil order come in on your screens 
within a minute or so. | want you to take at least ha/f your clients and put 
them in it, and take them out of the oil contracts in Saudi. Call them one by 
one and just tell them it’s going to pay out better eventually. Trust me on 
this.” 

“Lex, we're talking, what, a billion or so here departing and going into 
another contact?” 


“Just do what | say, Spencer. I'll explain everything later.” 

I’m not going to sit here and worry about Saleh’s next move. His 
daughter, my wife, is in a state of depression. There is no time frame for 
her, no playbook, no guide as to what happens next. You sit and wait. 
That's the hand we're dealt with. 


February 


Saleh did indeed cut off half my contracts, but after a swing of up and 
down, up and down, things finally adjusted in my favor. It took about two 
weeks for everything to happen. In that time, Nea gradually began eating 
more. | brought in a psychologist for her to speak with at the apartment 
twice a week that Spencer recommended in a very discreet manner. | didn’t 
go into details with him. As for why the sudden shift in business from Saleh 
to Venezuela, | told Spencer, Brewster, and Carrington that Saleh and | had 
a falling out over a price differential in regards to a crude oil increase. That 
was the reason why the sudden shift in business and contracts. No one 
believed me but no one questioned it. They’re all making money and 
they're happy with it. Today is Valentine’s Day. That accursed day where 
men overspend every year just because they're supposed to. | guess I’m 
one of those men because I’m walking out of a floral shop on Madison 
Avenue with a dozen roses and Godiva chocolates. If | were to give any 
man advice about this day it would be this: you already spent triple for what 
those roses are worth, pal; spend a little extra for Godiva. Trust me: she 
knows the difference whether she tells you or not. 

“Nea. These are for you.” 

| hand her the vase with roses and box of over-priced chocolates. 

“Oh, they’re beautiful, Lex. Thank you, honey.” 

She hugs me and places the vase near the urn. We haven't had sex 
since the incident and I’m not going to be the one that pushes her into it. 

“Lex, there’s something I’ve wanted to talk to you about.” 

“Sure.” 


We walk out onto the terrace. The weather is in the fifties, which is warm 
for today. 

“| know I’ve acted different since, well, you know.” 

She grabs my hands, her eyes staring into mine. Her lovely smile comes 
back. A smile | haven't seen in a long time. 

“Different how? Nea, you’ve been wonderful throughout-” 

“You know what | mean. Thank you for everything you’ve done for me, 
Lex. Everything. | couldn't have asked for a better man to marry. | know 
things are strained back home between my father and you, as they are for 
me, as well. | want you to know I’m ready to try again. And | want to start 
now.” 

Before | say a word, she kisses me. | stroke her hair with my hands as 
our lips and tongues connect. | pick her up, not bothering to close the doors 
to the terrace. Walking into our bedroom, | place her down on the bed. | 
take her slippers off and begin kissing her toes, her calves, her thighs. | pull 
off her silk pink panites and as | try to kiss her vagina, she pulls me up. 

“No, Lex. Today is pure love. Our love for each other.” 

| undress, as does she. Then we make love. 


Confession 
New York City 
January 2008 


I'm talking to Larry outside City Hall. | dressed for the ogassion: a black 
wool YSL suit and shoes. A case that the SEC lodged against me 
concerning insider trading was thrown out by a Federal Judge. Not enough 
evidence and complete bias towards me. His words, not mine. 

“They'll come at you again, Lex. But winning this round will help us with 
the next,” Larry says as we shake hands. He may be balder, heavier, and 
older, but his mind is as sharp as any knife there is. 

“Thanks, Lar. Talk later.” 

Nea and | eventually had another child, a boy, a year later after her 
miscarriage. We named him Amir Saleh Sady-Wellker. Actually, the name 
was her idea. Especially using her father's name for Amir's middle name. | 
wasn't pleased with that but | understood her reasons. 

“Daddy will be proud of this, Lex. | know he will.” 

And she was right. Less than two years after bringing ‘shame’ upon her 
family, we flew back to Saudi Arabia. Saleh met his grandchild and smiled 
like never before. The three of us however, weren't welcomed to stay at his 
palace. We stayed at a resort close by for a week before flying back home. 
In 1992 | bought the shares Spencer and Brewster owned of my company. | 
paid them a fair price. Brewster said he didn't want to deal with the stress 
anymore nor live in New York any longer. Spencer said he wanted to travel 
the world. 

“There's just so much to see, Lex.” 

In the months preceding that, Spencer lost more weight (he was already 
thin) and though Brewster and | figured we knew what was happening to 
Spence, we both let things be. Looking back, that was the wrong decision. 
After receiving his money for his shares, Brewster married his girlfriend, 
bought a house in Boca Raton, and hired out his services as a financial 
consultant. After getting his money for his shares, Spencer ‘disappeared’ 


for a few days. We thought he was traveling the world. He wasn’t. He was 
found dead in his apartment five days later. I'll leave it at that. 

Carrington and Wu both worked with me till ‘98. Wu decided he had enough 
of this country and moved back to Japan. Carrington moved to Palm Beach 
where he, like Brewster, is now a financial consultant. 

As for Nea, Amir, and l...... 

“Lex?” 

| turn and see Karen. It's the first time I've seen her in almost twenty 
years. The last time | did was the night Bergstein died. 

“Karen. What a coincidence. Though | must admit | don't believe in 
coincidences.” 

We're both standing at the bottom of the stairs. Men dressed in suits and 
women wearing suit jackets and skirts walk briskly past us. 

“Right again, Lex. It's no coincidence I'm here. | read about your trial in 
the Wall Street Journal. All those charges the SEC brought against you and 
nada, nothing. You beat them, Lex. | always knew you were too smart for 
them.” 

Karen still looks good. She’s wearing a black suit jacket, skirt, and white 
blouse from Donna Karen. Her black heels are from Manolo Blahnik. Her 
body is firm, her black hair long, but her eyes have more lines around them, 
as does her neck. But that's what happens to everyone once you're in your 
forties. 

“Yeah, well their case against me was weak to say the least. Are you 
married?” | surprisingly find myself asking her. 

“No.” 

“What happened to Gerald?” 

The sun is covered by clouds and the cold breeze begins to hit the both 
of us as we slowly begin to walk down the block. 

“Let's just say he couldn't hold his liquor as well as you.” 

“Well, | guess it’s not a surprise you're not married. Women like you 
never marry,” | obnoxiously state. 

“Did you ever think that women like me don’t get married because we 
don't want to, Lex? For some of us, our careers are our marriage and I’m 
okay with that.” 


“| can already see where this is going, Karen. Nice catching up with you. 
Maybe I'll see you in another twenty years or so.” 

| begin walking down the street towards a taxi. Karen's attitude is the 
same as it was when we were seeing each other. Nothing’s changed. 

“| saw what you did, Lex.” 

| stop for a moment, turn around and walk towards her. 

“The night Bergstein died. At first, | thought | may have been imagining it 
because | was a bit intoxicated at the time. But later, my memory became 
very clear about what happened that night.” 

Her words catch me off-guard. 

“I'm not sure exactly what it is you're referring to, Karen,” | lie. 

“What? You think that I’m recording this conversation? C’mon, Lex. Don't 
you know me better than that by now?” 

“| believe | do but that's not the point. What exactly is it you're 
suggesting?” | ask. 

“When you came back inside and announced he jumped off the building, 
do you remember stepping on a broken glass?” 

Yes, now that she's reminded me of it. 

“That's because Gerald went to use the bathroom and | followed you 
when he left. When | looked outside, | saw you drop him, Lex. You had him 
hanging over the building and you dropped him. | gasped and my glass fell. 
The glass you stepped on was mine.” 

As | stare at her, | can tell she's not lying. She knows. She really knows. 

“| read a few months later that the case was finally closed and that his 
death was ruled a suicide. Hey, it happens, right? How many times has 
some rich old guy jumped to his death in this city? Too many to count and | 
bet the police knew that and without any witnesses or cameras, they 
couldn't prove a thing. You beat them, too Lex. But in the end, I-” she steps 
forward, “know exactly what you did that night. | guess that means | knew 
something for years the great Lex Wellker didn't. Chalk one up for me in the 
win column,” she smiles. 

| look away, stunned by this knowledge. 

“Let's suppose what you're saying did happen in the way you described it. 
Why didn't you go to the police and turn me in? It isn't like we left each 
other on amicable terms.” 


Karen turns to her left, then looks down. When she looks at me again, | 
can see a small tear form in her eye. 

“| don't know. | guess it’s because | still loved you. We had some really 
good times, right? | didn’t know Bergstein. What good would it have done 
for me to go to the police? I'd have to go to court proceedings, it'd be in the 
news. No,” she starts shaking her head. “In the end, | just didn’t think it was 
worth it to say anything to anyone. And | never did, Lex. | never told 
another soul.” 

The wind calms for the moment as | look into Karen’s brown eyes. 

“Thank you, Karen.” 

“You're welcome, Lex.” 

| walk away from her and never look back. 


As for Nea, Amir, and I....... after Nea found out she was pregnant, she 
asked if we could move into her apartment at Trump Tower. She said she 
didn’t want to be in the same apartment after what had happened before. It 
horrified her. | wasn’t thrilled about that. | had Larry reach out to Saleh’s 
attorney and purchase the apartment outright from him. | refuse to be in 
debt to him or anyone, for that matter. We moved everything into the 
apartment but | couldn’t get a high speed line installed for my computer. | 
guess looking back, it was a small sacrifice to make. Amir is enrolled in 
Harvard now. His major is Physics. He said he’s going to develop new 
aircraft some day. | told him | was fine with that as long as it wasn't for the 
military. 

“Don't get sucked into the politics of the US government, Amir. Trust me 
on this.” 

“| trust you, dad.” 

Nea is happier than I’ve ever seen her. She continues to be a wonderful 
wife and mother, providing our son and me with something | never had in 
my life as a child: love. 

“Lex, our lives have turned out wonderful, haven't they?” she says, as we 
hug. 

“Yes, they have, beautiful.” 

After we kiss, she looks into my eyes. 


“| love you, Lex. Forever and always.” 
“And | love you, Nea. Forever and always.” 


Epilogue 
New York City 
2023 


"Hey, Lex. Been awhile. Haven't heard from you in quite some time. 
Actually, it's been years," Brewster states as he walks into Lex's office. He 
has cropped grey hair and is wearing a Brooks Bros. black wool suit, white 
cotton button down shirt, black silk tie, and black leather lace-up Allen 
Edmonds shoes. 

"What's up, Brewster? You know I'm a busy man. The only reason | 
agreed to see you when Lisa buzzed me was because of our history. Make 
it quick." 

Lex comes from behind his black lacquer desk, stands in front of it, 
crosses his legs, and folds his arms. His black wool YSL suit shows crease 
marks and his grey hair is thick and wavy. 

"You know what today is, right? | thought maybe you and | could go and 
visit his burial," Brewster states, standing a few feet away from Wellker. 

"You thought wrong, pal. Spencer knew the risks his lifestyle brought. You 
flew from Florida to New York to ask me that?" asks Lex. 

"Risks? Lifestyle? C’mon, man. Can the ‘great’ Lex Wellker please come 
down from his high horse for just one day? Just one afternoon to pay 
respect to a, to a guy, no, a friend, that helped start your business? A friend 
that always put a smile on our faces? A friend who, whenever we needed 
anything, he always knew someone that could help?" Brewster vehemently 
states. 


"| paid both of you a fair price for your shares in my company. Is this what 
this is all about? You want-" 

"No!" shouts Brewster, pointing his finger at Lex. "This is about honoring 
a friend that helped you get the fucking property you now own with his 
connection, about a friend that always listened to us when we needed an 
ear. Lex, he was only twenty-nine when he passed away. How can you be 
so cold-blooded? Why can't you admit he was your friend? That he played 
an integral part in starting your firm, as did |?" 

Lex stays silent, staring at his old friend. 

"| think you used up all your minutes, Brewster. You can see yourself to 
the door," he nods, glancing towards it. 

Brewster shakes his head, steps out of Lex's office, then stops. 

"You know, Spence and | always wondered what really happened the 
night Bergstein died. He always defended you. | guess now | know the 
truth." 

Closing the door, he exits Lex's life. 

Lex looks through the huge rectangular window in his office and sees 
smoke stacks in the distance, birds flying to their destination, buildings 
upon buildings, with water just beyond them. His thoughts go back to better 
times: drinking with friends, meeting Nea, the thrill of starting his own firm, 
and through it all, Spencer was there, as was Brewster. 

As Brewster exits the elevator, the doorman Hamish, puts his arm 
forward and says, “Please wait a minute, Mr. Brewster.” 

Brewster looks at the tall man with a buzz cut in the black suit, then rolls 
his eyes upward. 

“What? Does Lex want you to pat me down? Shouldn't you have done 
that before | got in the elevator?” he asks, raising both arms in a mocking 
gesture, then lowering them. 

The elevator doors behind him open. Lex walks out. Standing next to 
Brewster, his hand on his shoulder, he says, “Guess what? Looks like I've 
got the afternoon off after all.” 

Brewster smiles, as does Lex. 


Afterword 


I’d like to thank two people for their assistance in this book: my older 
brother Ralph and my close friend Nesrin. My big brother taught (and still 
does) me patience and discipline. They are the two most important 
attributes you need to apply when writing a book. Though he is no longer 
here in the flesh, his spirit lives on in this world and the next. Thank you, 
big brother. Many thanks to Nesrin for helping me understand the culture of 
Saudi Arabia. The internet is full of invalid information regarding this, so 
who better to get the true answers from than someone that actually is 
Arabic (Egyptian/Moroccan) and living in Dubai? Thank you to everyone 
that has read this book. My first two novels, Kristoff Kent: NYC Psycho and 
it's sequel, sold well enough for me to write a third novel. If you read those 
two books, then you know Lex Wellker debuted in the first novel, albeit ina 
much smaller role than here. The short chapter Georgia in this book is in 
alignment with Washington's conversation with Kristoff Kent in Kristoff Kent: 
NYC Psycho. | hope you enjoyed this book, as | believe it takes the reader 
through a slew of different emotions. Thanks for reading. 
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